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PREFACE. 



^S the ouqpon of this Poe»i ivas real, not 
fidlitious ; fo the method purfued in it, was 
rather imppfed, fy what fpontaneoufiy arofe in 
the authm^s mind on that ouafton, than medi- 
tated*^ cr defigned. Wnch v^ai appear*veryL pro^ 
h able from the nature of it. For it differs from 
the common mode of Poetry, which is from long 
narrations to draw Jhort morals. Here, en the 
iontrary, the narrative is Jhort, and the morality 
drifingfrem it makes the bulk of the Poem. The 
reafon of it is, That the falls mentioned didnatU'- 
rally pour thefe moral refteSlions on the thought of 
the writer. 
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COMPtAINT. 

N I G H T the F I R S T. 

O N 

Life, Death, and Immortalitv. 

To the Right Honovrablb 

Arthur Onslow, E/^ 

Spbaker of the Hovsb of Commons. 



TIR'D Nature's (Wcet reftorcr, balmy Sftrp ! 
He« like the world, his ready viiic pays 
Where Fortune fmiles ; the wretched he forfakes ; 
Swift on his downy pinion files from woe, 
And lights on lids unfully'd with a tear. 

From (hott (as ufual) and diHurbM repofe, 
I wake: How happy they, who wake no more ? 
Yet that were vkin, if dreams ^nfeft the grave. 

fi 2 I wake^ 



4 The Cqmp^laiut. Night i, 

I wake, emerging from a fea of dreama 

Tiimultuoui ; where my wrcck'd defpoadiftg though^ 

From wave to wave of fart/yj mKery, 

At random drove, her helm of reafon loft* 

Tho* nflTw reftor'd, 'tis only change of pain, 

(A bitter change I ) feverer for fevere. 

The Day too fhort for my diftrefs ; and Nighf, 

Ev'n in the zenith of her dark domain, 

h funfhinc to the colour of jny fate. 

, ^fS^fp fable goddefs ! from her e^oft throne. 
In raylefs majedy, now flretches forth 
Her leaden fceptre o'er a flumb'ring wodd. 

Silence, how dead ! and darlcnefs, how profound f 

Nor eye, nor lift'ning ear, an objcdl finds j 

Creation fleeps. 'Tis as the gen'ral pulfe 

•Of life fiood fbill, and nature made a paufe; 

An awful paufe ! prophetic of her end. 

And let lier prophefy be foon fulfill'd ; 

F/tte ! drop the certain ; I can lofe no more. 
Silence and Darknefs ! folemn fillers f twins . 

Prom ancient Nighty who nur& th« tender thought 

To Reafon, and on keafon build Refohe, 

(That column of true majefly in man) 

AfiiH me : I will thank you in the grave ; 

The grave, your kingdom : 7bere this frame fhall fall 

A vidlim facred to your dreary fiirine. 

But what are ye ? — — — 
THOU, who didil put to flight 

Piimaeval Silence y when the morning ftars, 
Exulting, ihouted o*er the rifing ball ; 
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T H O U, whore word from folid darknefi ftruclc 
That fpark, the fun ; llrike wiidora from my fool t 
My foal, which flies to Thee» her troft, her treafare. 
As mifers to their gold, while others reft 

Thro* this opaque of Nature, and of Soui, 
This double night, franfmit one pitying ray. 
To lighten, and to chear. O lead my mind, 
(A mind that fain would wander from its woe) 
Lead it thro* various fcenes of Li/i and Diati> ; 
And from each fcene, the nobleft truths infpire. 
Nor lefs infpire my Condu3, than my ^ong \ 
Teach my beft reafon, reafon ; my bed will 
Teach redUtude ; and fix my firm refoli^ 
Wifdom to wed, and pay her long arrear r 
Nor let the phial of thy vengeance, pour*d 
On this devoted head, be poorM in vain. 

The bell ftrikes 0«^ We takTno noteof time. 
But from its lofs. To give it then a tongue. 
Is wife in man. As if an angel fpoke, 

1 feel the folemn found. If heard aright^ 
. It is the kntU of my departed hoars : 

I Where are they ? With the years beyond the flood; j 

\ It is thejighal that demands difpatch : 
How much is to be done ? My hopes and fears 
Start up alarmed, and o*er life's narrow verge 
Look down — On what ? A fathomlefs abyfs ; 

, A dread eternity ! how furely mint ! 

, And can eternity belong to me, 

I Poor peniioner on the bounties of an hour } 
How poor, how rich, how abjedt, how auguft; 

" BY' ~" ^ Hov^ 



6 ^he CoMPLAiftT. Night i. 

I How complicate, how wonderful, ii man ? 

/ How paffing wonder H E, wko madc'him fuch ? 
Who centred in our make fuch ftrange extremes ? 
From di(F*rent natures marvelottf!/ mixt, 

, Connexion exqnifite of diftant worlds ! 
Diftinguifht link in being's endlefs chain I 
Midway from Notbinz to the Dtiiy ! 
A beam ethereal* fully'd^ and abforpt \ 

> Tho* fully'd, and dKhonour'd, Hill divine I 
Dim miniature of greatnefs abfolate I 
An heirjE^f glory ! a frail child of duiCll - 
Helfle/s^ immortal f infe£t infinitt f 
J^ worm f a god (—1 tremble at myfelf, 
And in myfelf api loil ! at home a firangery 
Thought wanders op and down* furprk^d* aghaft^ 
And wondering at her onvn: How reafon reels I 
O what a miracle to man i s man. 
Triumphantly diftrefs'd I what joy, what dread 1 
Alternately tranfp<Hted, and alarm*d f 
what can preferve my life f or what deftroy f 
An angers arm can't fnatch me from the gra^e | 
Legions of angels can^t confine nae there. 

*Tis pad conjeflnre s alftHings rife in proof: 
While o*er my limb8^«#/s foft dominion fpread, 
What tho* my fonl phantaftic meafures trod 
O'er fairy fields ; or Bionm'd along the gloom 
Of pathlefs woods ; or down the craggy deep 
Hurl'd headlong, fwam with pain the mantled pool j 
Or fcal'd the clift'; or danc'd on hollow winds. 
With antic (hapes, wild natives of the brain ? 

Her 
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Her ccafelefs flight, tho* devious, fpeaks her nature 
Of fttbtler eflence than the trodden clod ; 
Adive, acreal, tow'ring, unconfin'd. 
Unfettered wi^ her grofs companion's fall. 
Ev'n filent night proclaims my foul i mmorta h 
Ev'n filent nighff procIaTms eternal day. 
For human weal, heaT'n husbands all events s 
Dull fleep inftruSsj nor fport vain dreams in vain; 

Why then their lofs deplore, that are not loft ? 
Why wanders wretched thought their tombs around. 
In infidel diftrefs ? Arc Jngeis there ? 
SlpmberSy rak*d up in duft, ethereal fire ? 

They live I they greatly live a life on earth 
Unkindledy nncoacdv'd ; and from « eye 
Of tendemefi, kt heav'nly pity fall 
On me, more juftly number'd with the dead. 
7:^1/ is the defart, flrV the itiHtode : 
How gopulons, how vital, is the grave.! 
^his is creation's melancholy vaok. 
The vale funereal, the fad cyfrefs gloom ; 
The land of apparitions, empty fliades ! 
Ail, all on earth, is Sbeufow, all beyond 
Js Suhftancti the reverfe is folly's creed: 
How fblid allj where change fhall be no more ? 
I This is the bud of being, the dim dawn, 
[ The twilight of our dayf the veftibule ; 
. Life*s theatre as yet is (hut, and death. 
Strong death, alone can heave the mafTy bar. 
This grofs impediment of clay remove, 
, And make us embryos o^ exillence free. 

B 4 Vtom 
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f From real lift, but little more remote 
\ Is ife, npt yet a candidate for light, 

Tht/uturg embryo, flumbViAg ia his £re. 

Embryos we muft be> till we burft the ihell^ 

Yon ambient azure flieB, and faring to life. 

The life of gods, O tranf£of t f and ofi^u 
) Yet man, fool man I hen buries all his thoughts ; 

Interrs celeftial hopes without one ilgh. 

Pris'ner of earth, and pent beneath the moon, 

£>r# pinions all his wiihes ; wing'd by heav*n 

To fly at infinite ; and reach it there, 

"^here ferafhs gather immortality, 
\ On life's fair tree, fail by the throne of God. 

What golden joys^^nbrofial cluflVing glow, ' ' 

In HI S full beam, and ripen for the jud, 
, Where momentary ages are no more I 

Where time, andpaini md chance, and death expire! 
^ And is it in the flight of threefcore yearsi 

To pufh eternity from human thought. 

And fmother fouls immortal in, the duft ? 

A foal immortal, fpending all her fires. 

Wading her flrength in fbcnuous idlenefs. 

Thrown into tumult, raptur'd, or alarm'd, 

At aught this fcene can threaten or indulge, 

Re&mbles Man into temped wrought. 

To waft a feather, or to drown a fly. 

Where falls this cenfure ? It overwhelms myfelf ; 

How was my heart incrufled by the world ! 

O how felf-fetter'd was my grov'ling foul \ 

Eow, like a worm, was I wrapt round and round 

In 
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In filken thooght, which reptile Frnxy fpaii» 
Till darkened Rimfin lay quite dooded a'cr 
With fofc conceit of endlefs comfort here. 
Nor yet pot forth, her wings to reach the (kied 
Night viiicns may befriend (aa fnng abore) : 
Our waking dreams are fatal: How I dreamt 
Of things impoflible ? (Could deep do more 0- 
Of joys perpetual in perpetual change } 
Of liable pleafures on the tofCng wave ? 
Eternal funfhine in the dorms of life?* 
How richly were my noon-tide trances hung>^ 
With gorgeousu tapeilries of pidnr'd joys ? 
Joy behind joy, in endlefs perfpedivc ! * 
Till at death's tollj whofe reRIefs iron tongue:: 
Calls daily for his millions at a meaU 
Starting I woke^ and found my felf undone. 
Where now my phrenzy^s pompous furniture 2^ 
' The cohweh'^d cottage, with its ragged wall 
Of mouldering mud, \z rtynlty to me f 
T^fpUer*9 mod atte nuated ^ t hread 
Is cord , IS cable, to- ma n^s tend er tie 
On earthly blifs ; it breaks at tytry bree7e- 

O ye.bleflfcencs of permanent delight ! 
Full, above meafure ! lafting^,- beyond bound! . 
i^"* perpetuity of blifs is blifs. 
Could* you, fo rich in rapture, fear an end. 
That ghailly thought would drink up all your joy. 
And quite unparadife therealms of light. 
Safe are you lodg'd above thcfc rolling fphcres j , 
llie bakful inHuence of who& giddy dance 

B 5 ifccdt^' 
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£heds fad yicii£tode on all beneath. 
Jiere teenls with revolutions every hoar ; 
And rarely for the better ; or the beft^ 
^ore«30£tal than the common births of fate. 
Each Moment has its fickle, emuloas 
Of Timiz enormous fc) the, whoC: ample fweep 
Strikes empires from the root ; each moment plays 
His little weapon in the narrower fphere 
Of fWcet i/ow^/V comfort, and cuts down 
The faiiefl bloom of fublunary bl^« 

Blifs ! fi^ltttary blifs !— »proad words^ and v^^f 
Implicit treafon to divine decree f 
A bold invafion of the rights of heav'n ! 

/ I clafp*d the phantoms^ and I found them air« 
O had I weigh*d it ere my fond embrace f 
What darts of agony had mifsM my heart f 

Death! great proprietor of all 1 *tis thine 
To tread out empire, and to quench the ftars« 
The fun bimfelf by thy permiffion ihioes ; 
And, one day, thou ihalt pluck him from his fphere. 
Amid fuch mighty plundef, why exhauft- 
1'hy partial quiver OA a mark fo mean f 
Why thy peculiar rancour wreak*d on me f 
Jnfatiate archer ! could not om fuSce ? 
Thy ibaft flew thrice ; and tbrice my peace was flain a 
And thrke, ere thrice yon moon had filPd her horn. 
O Cjnthia f why fo pale f Doft thou lament 
Thy wretched neighbour ? Grieve to fee thy wheel 

I Of ceafelefs change outwhirl'd in human life ? 
How wanes my borrow' J Uifs ! ftom /ortune*8 fmile, 

Prcca* 
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Prectrious Gounely I not wfiuii fun. 
Self-given, foUtr^ ray of ibnnd ddigkt* 

In evVy yary^d pofture, pla€9> ai|<l hoor, 
ttow widow'd cvVy thoaght of ev'ty joy ! 
Thought, bofy thoaghc f too bofy for my peace i 
Thro* the dark poUern of time long eiap^*d» 
Led foftly , by the ftiinefs of the night. 
Led, like a murderer, (and fuch it proves I) 
Strays (wretched rover!) o*er the pleafing Pa^^, 
In queft of wretchednefs perverfeiy ftr^ys ; 
And finds all defart now i and meeu the ghoft» 
Of my departed joys ; a nam*roos train ! 
I rue the riches of my former fate s 
Sweet comfort^s blafted dufters I lament \ 
i tremble at the bleffings once fo dear ; 
And ev*ry pleafure pains me to the heart. 
j Yet why comfiaitt f or why complain for one ? 
Hangs out th« fan his luflre bat for me. 
The fingU man ^ Are angels all befidfe ? 
I monrn for millions : *Ti5 the common lot i 
In this ihape, or in that^ has fate entail'd 
The mother's throes on all of woman, born. 
Not more the children, than fure heirs». of fain^ 

War, Famine, Peft, Volcano, Storm, and f ire^ 
Inteftine broils, offreffinn^ with her heart 
Wrapt up in triple brafs, beiiege mankind* 
God's image difinherited of day, 
Her^^ plnng'd in mines,, forgets a.fun was made» 
^herty beings deathlefs as th^r haughty lord. 
Ate hammered to the galling oar for h(c ; 
B.6 
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AtA plow the winter's wave, and reap defpair. 
Somtf for hard mafters, broken under arms. 

In battle lopt away, wkh half their limbs » 

Beg bitter bread thro' realms their valonr fav^dj. 

If fo the tyrant, or his minion, doom. 

Wanu and incurable //(/^/j/?, (ftllpair!)) 

On hopelefs multitudes remorfelefs feis&e 

At once ; and make a refag& of the grave». 

How groaning ho/pitals ejeft their dead ! 

What numbers groan' fbr fad admiflion there ^ 

What numbers, once in fsrtuw'n lap high-fed^, 

Solicit the cold hand of chajrity f' 

To (hock us more, folicit i^in vain !* 

Ye filken fon» of pleafure I* ftnce in pains 

You rue ipore modilh vifits, vifit hirf, 

An'd breathe from your debaudi i^Give, and redute^ 

Surfeith dominion o*er you : But fo great 

Vour impudence, you blnfh at what is right* 
Happy ! did forrow feize on fucb alone. 

Not frudsnce can defend,- or ^virtue fave ; 

Difeafe invades the chafteft temperance ; 

And puniihnetit the guihlefs ; and alarm. 

Thro' thickeft (hades, purfues the fond of peace* 

Man's caution often into ganger turns. 

And his gaard falling, crtiilres him to death. 

Not hflffintfi itfelf makes gpod her name ; 

Our very wifhes give us not our wifb> 
J How diftant oft the thing we doat on mo|J, 
{ From that for which we doat, felicity f 

The /w(?4/>^?;?cottrfe of nature has its pains ; 
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And truifi friends, thro' error, wound our reft. 
Without misfortune, what calamities ?,• 

And what hoiUlities, without a fte ! 

Nor are foes wanting to.thebeft on earths 

Bat endlei^ is the lift of human ills, 
» ( And Aghs might fooner fail, than canfe to figh. 

A part hovv fmall of the terraqueous globe 

Is tenanted.bf man. 1 the reft a ^afig^ 

Rocks, de'farts,. frozen feas, and homing fands.P 

Wild haunts of monfters, poifons, ftings, and death*. 

Such is earth's melancholy map 1 But, far. 

More fad ! this earth is a^true^nup of jm»« 

So bounded are its haughty lord's deUghts 

To wff/s.wide empire ; where deep tr^uhia t^ls^. 
i Ijond/arrowj howl, inyenom'd f^ffi^ni bite, 

' Rav'nous caUmitits our vitals feize. 

And threat'nin[^/i/# wide opens to deyour. 
r What then ami, who^forrow for ntjfflff 

In age, in infancy, fcom others aid* ^ 

Is all our-hope } to teadi us to be iiW/ 
J; Tbat^ nature's firft^ loft leiTon to mankind i 

^ The felfilh heart deferves the pain it feels. 

More gen'rous^forrow, while it finks, exalts;. 

And confcious virtue mitigates the pang. 

Nor virtue, more than /riM^f/, bidsmegite^. 

S woln thought d^/uond chanel ; who divide* - . 

They weaken too, the torrent of their grief. 

Takethen, O ITor/^// thy much ^nd^bted tear; 

How fad a fight is human happinefs, 

7^Q t)^e whofe thought can pierce, beyond ap hppir I 

X> ihptt I 
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thou ! wliatc*er tboa art, wfaofe heart earalts ! 
Wouldft thou I fhould coagratolate thy fate 7 

1 know thoa wouldft ; thy pride demands it from me. 
Let thy pride pardon » what thy nature needs, 

. The ialutary cenfure of a friend. 

I Thou happy tvntch I by blindneft thou art bleft^ 

! By dotage dandled to perpetual fmiles. 

: Know, fmiler ! at thy peril art thou pleased ^ 

I Thy pleafure \t the promiie of thy pain» 

I IdufirtmUf like a creditor isvere^ 

But rifes in demand for her delay ; 

She makes a fcourge of paft profperity, 
\ To (ting thee more, and double thy diftrefs. 
LoRfiHsu), fortune makes her court to thee; 

Thy fond heart dances, while the Synn fings. 

Dear is thy welfare ; think me not unkind i 

I would not damp, but to fecnre thy joys. 

Think not t\h2Xfiar is facrcd to the florm : 

Stand on thy gifard againft the /miltj, of fate^ 

Is heav'n tremendous in its frowns i Moft fure.; 

And in its £ivours formidable too : 

Its favours here are trials, not rewards ; 

A call to duty, not difcharge fcomcare; 

And ihottld alarm us, full as much as woes ; 

Awake us -to their r^j^, and conjifuinee ; 

iVnd make us tremble, weighed with our de&rt; i 

Awe nature's tumult, and chaftife her joys. 

Left while we clafp, we kill them ; nay, invert. 

To worfe than /mfle mifery, their charms. 

lU'volud joysf Uke foes in affH.WBx, 

Siikt 
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Like bofom friendfliipt to refimCuicnt feiir*d. 
With rage envenomM rife againft our peace. 
Beware.wkat earth calls happineTt ; beware 
All joys, bat joys that never can expire. 
Who builds on lefs than an immortal ba(e» 
Fond as he feems, condemns his joys to death. 

Mine dy'd with thee, PniLANDsa I ihylaftfigk 
DiiTolvM the charm i the difinchanted earth 
1.0ft all her lafire. Where^ her glittering towers ? 
Her golden mountains, where I all darkened dowa 
To naked wafte ; a dreary vale of tears : 
The great magician's dead I Thou poor» palepiec* 
Of oat-caft earth, in darkne(s I what a ckange 
From yefierday ! Thy darling hope fo near, 
(Long-Iahoar'd prize {) O how ambition flulhU 
Thy glowing cheek ! Ambition trply gieat. 
Of virtuous praife. D^atFs fubtle feed within, 
(Sly, treacherous miner * ) working in the dark, 
Smird at <hy well -concerted fdieme, aod beckonU 
The worm to riot on that rofe fo red^ 
Unfaded ere it fell; one moment's prey f 

Man's foreiight is c^nMtiomailj wife i 
Lorenzo I wifdom into folly turns 
Oft, the firft inftant, its idea fair 
To labouring thought is bom. How dim our eye f 
Thtprefint moment terminates oar fight ; 
Clouds, thick as thofe on doomfday, drown the nixt ;. 
We penetrate,, we propheCy in vain* 
Time is dealt out by particles ; and each, 
£re mingled with the ilreaming fands of life. 

By 
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By fate's iaviolable oath ts fworn 

©ecp filcDCC, " Where eternity begin*.'* 
« ' By nature's law, what may be, may be »ow Si 

There's no prerogative in human hours. 

In human hearts what bolder thought can rife. 

Than man's prefumption on to-morrow's dawn }. 

\Vhere is to-morrow ? In another worldi 

For numbers this is certain $ the reverfe 

Is fure to none ; and yet on this perha^^ 

This ftradventun, infamous for ]yes> 

As on a rock of adamant we build 

Our mountain hopes ; fpin out eternal fcheini8>. 

As we the fatal fifters could out*fptii« . 

Andy big with life's futurities, expire. 

Not'cVn Philander had befpoke his fhrond: 

Nor had he caufe ; a warning was deny 'd : 

How many fs^l asfudden, not as fafe ! 

As fuddpn, tho' for years admoniflit home. 

Of human ills the lafl extreme beware, 

Beware, Lorenzo I ^JknvJuddgn.^tzlCti^. 

Uow dreadful that deliberate furprize ! 
^ Be wife to-day ; 'tis madnefs to defer ; 
' Next day the fatal precedent wiU plead ; 

Thus on, till wifdom is puih'd out of life». 

Procraftinatkn is the thief of time : 
"^ Year after year it fteals, till all are fled. 

And to the mercies of a moment leaves 

The vail concerns of an< eternal fcene. . 

If not (o frequent, would not This be ftrange ? 

TJiat *tis fo frequent, 7 his is ftranger dill. 
* Of Dean's miracolous mifiakes, this bears Thft 
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The palm, ** That all men are about to llTe^ 

Per ever on the brink of being bom. 

All pay themfelves the compliment to think 
. They one; day ihail not drivel ; and their pride 

On this reverfion takes ap ready praife ; 

At leaft* their own ; their^jvfv felves applanis; 

How excellent that life they uier will lead ! 

Time lodged in their o>um hands is FoUft vails i 

That lodg'd in fates, to mfd§m they confign j 
^^ The thing they can*t hxxtpurpo/g, t^itj'pofifmi i 
\ ^is not in fQliy^ not to fcom a fool ; 

And fcarce in human w/dom to do more. 

All promife is poor dilatory man. 

And that thro* ev'ry ftage : When yonng, indeed. 

In fkll con(ent we, (bmetimes» nobly refl, 

Un anxioas for ourfelvit i and only wiih^ 

As doteoQs fons, our faihtn were more wife. 

At thiriy majkfu/peas lumfelf a fb6l ; 

J&rcvj it 9X forty, and reforms his plan ; 
S Alffty chides his infamous delay» 

Pnfhes his prudent purpbfe to nfihi ; I 

\ In all the magnanimity of thought \ 

\ Refolves; and re-refolves ; then dies theCcune. ^ 

And why ? Becanfe he thinks himfelf immortal. 

All men think all men mortal, but Themfelves ; . 

Themfelves, when fome alarming fliock of fate 
I Strikes thro' theit wounded hearts the fudden dread ; 
I But their hearts wounded, like the wounded air, 
\ Soon clof< i where pad the fliaft, no trace is found* 
I As from the nmng no fear the flty retains i 
\ The parted wave no furrow from the kai s ' S<> 



iS yjfe CoMPjLAiMT. Niglit r; 

/So dies ia huoun hearts die ^ag^t of death. 
I £v*n with thfe tender tear which natare ftieds 

I OVrJhpfc we love, we drop it. jn their graiFe. 

Can I forget PHiLANDEa } That were ftrange f 

my full heart !*«'«^£ut ihould I give it vent, 
The longe&ntght, tho' longer far, woald fail. 
And the iark liftea to my miMght fong. 

The fpritdy MrJ^'s ihrill matin wakes the mom j 
Griefs Iharpeft thorn hard preffing on my breaft^ 

1 ftrive, wi^h wakefal melody, to chear 

The fallen gloom, fweet Philomelf like Thee, 

And call the ftars to liilcn : £vVy fiar] - 

Is deaf to mine, enamoured of thy lay. 

Yet be not vain ; there are, who thine' excel. 

And charm thro' diibwt ^;e8 : Wrapt in fiiade^ 

Prisoner of darknefs I to die fiknt bourh 

How often I repeat their rage divine. 

To lull my griefs, and fiieal my heart from. wo« ! 

I roll their raptures, but not catch their fire. 

Dark, tho* not blind, like thee, M^tokide* ! 

Or, Milton ! thee ; ah could I reach yoor ftrain \ 

Or Hist who made Maonides our Own, 

Man too He fang: Immorul man I iing; 

Oft buifts my fong beyond the bounds of life; 

What, uoWf btit immortality can pleafe ? 

O had He prefs'd his theme, purfu^d die track. 

Which opens out of darknefs into day ! 

O had he mounted on his wing of fire, 

Soar*d, where I fink, and fung Immortal mKul 

How had it bleft mankind, and refca*d me ? 

MIGHT 
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Time, Death, Friendship, 

To the Right HoHounAiLt 

The Earl of Wi l m i n g t o n. 



f •« Tt/^HENtbeCQckcri'w^ht'wept'^ — fmotc by that eye. 
Which looks on me, on aU ; That pow'r,who bids 
7bis midnight centinel, with clarion fhrilf. 
Emblem of that which (hall awake tke dead, 
Rottfe foola from flamber, into thoughts of Heaven. 
Shall I too weep ? Where then is fortitude i 
And fortitude abandoned, where is man ? 
I know the terms on which he fees the light ; 
He that is bom, is Med ;~ life is war i 
Eternal war with woe. Who bears it bed, 
Deferves it lea(l.-^On other themes Til dwell. 
Lorenzo ! let me turn m^ thoughts on thee. 
And tbim^ on themes may profit ; profit there, 
Where moft thy need. Themes, too, the genuine groii^th 
Of dear PHiLiUNDER's dufi. He, $hus^ tho' dead, 

my 
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May ftill befriend — ^What themes ? Timers wondrous Price, 
Demtbt friindjhip, ZAd?MiLsMinK*sJttiai/cen0. 

So could I touch thefe themes, as might obtain 
Thine ear, nor leave thy heart quite difengag^d; 
The good deed would delight me ; half .tmprefs 
On my dark cloud an Iris ; and from grief 
Call glory— Doft thou mourn Phil ander*s fate ? 
I know thou fay'ft it : Says thy life the fame i 
He mourns the dead, who lives as they defire. 
Where is that thirft, that avarice of T I M E, 
(O glorious avarice! ) thought of death iufpires. 
As rumour'd robberies endear our gold f 
O ^imi ! than gold more facred ; more a load 
Than lead, to fools ; and fools reputed wife. 
What ffiontent granted man without account f 
What JMr/ are fquanderM, nmfdonC% debt unpaid ? 
Oor wealth in days, all due to thai difcharge. 
Hafte, hafte, he lies in wait, he*s at the door, 
Infidious Death I (hould his llrong hand arreft^ 
No compofition fets the prisoner Ittit. 
Etemitf% inexorable chain 
Fail binds; and vengeance claims the full arrear. 

How hue I (hudder'd on the brink ! how late 
Life call'd for her laft refuge indefpair I 
ThatTV^fi^ is mine, O Mead ! to thee I owe j 
Fain would I pay thee with Etemitj. 
But ill my genius anfwers my defire ; 
My iickly fong is mortal, pail thy cure. 
Accept the will ; — that dies not with my ilraitt« 

For what calls /i&; difeafe, Lorenzo! not 

3 For 
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For EfculapiAnj but for Marol wA. 

Thou tkiok^ft it folly tp be wife too foon. 

Youth is not x\^ ki 7iM» k mqr be» poor; 

Part wkb it i« iMJth mvaty^ fpavbg s pay 

No momeoity bnt xh puickalt of its worth ; 

And what h^s wordi, afk death«bed»; they can felL 

; Part with icas wkh life, reloftant ; big 

\ With holy hope of nobler tine to come ; 

j Time higher aimM, ffill nearer the great mark 

I Of men and angels; virtue more divine. 

i Is this GUI' duty, nvi/dom, gloty, gain ? 
{Thi/i heav*n benign in vital union binds) 
And fport we like the natives of the bough. 
When vernal funs infpire ? Arxufement reigns 
Man's great demand : To trifle is to live : 
And is then a trifle, too, to die ? 
Thonfay'ftI/r/tffi&, Lorenzo! 'Tis confcft. 

. What, if for Once, I preach thee quite a^wake f 
Who wants amu/ement in the flame of battle ? 

• Is it not trealonTTo the foul immortal. 
Her foes in arms, etejijQitjjhe prize ? 
WUt toya amofe, when medicines cannot curi ? 
When fpirits ebb, when life's enchanting fcenes 
Their Inftre lofe, and leflen in our iight. 
As lands, and cities with their glittVing fpires. 
To the po6r fhatter^d bark, by fudden ftorm 
Thrown off to fea-, and foon to pcrifli there } 
Will Toys amofe ? No : Thrones will iben,be toys. 
And earth and (kies feem duU upon the fcale. 
Redem we time ?-«d[tft irfi.^t dearly buy. 
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What pleads Lorenzo for his hlgh.pnz*d fports i 

He pleads timers namVous Uanh j ke loudly pleads 

The ftraw-like trifiij on life's common dream. 

From whom thofe ikmJb and trijles, bat from thee /> 

No hiankf no trijle, nature made^ or meant. 

Virtue, or furfesd virtue, ftill be thine j 

^bts cancels thy complaint at once , This leaves 

In aS no triJUi and no blank in time. 

This greatens, fills, immortalizes all ; 

ThiSi the bled art of turning all to gold ; 

This^ the ^d heart's prerogative to raife 

A royal tribute from the pooreft hours \ 

Immenfe revenue ! ev'ry moment pays. 

If nothing more than purple in thy power ; 

Thy purpofe firm, is equal to the deed : 

Who does the beft his circumflance allows, 

Does well, ads nobly ; angels could no more. 

Our outward a£l, indeed, admiti reflraint ; 

^Tis not in things o^er thought to domineer ; 

Guard well thy thought; our thoughts are heard in heaven* 

On all-important 7/Vo/, thro' ^vty age, 
Tho' much, and warm^ the wife have urg'd ; the mall* 
Is yet unborn, who duly weighs an hour. 
" I've loft a <%."—— The prince who nobly ay'd 
H^d been an emperor without his crown ; 
OfRomeP fay, ra^er, lord of human race : 
Hefpoke, as if deputed by mankind. 
So ihould all fpeak : So rea/on fpeaks in all : 
Prom the foft whifpers of that God in man^ 
Why fly. to folly, why tophrenry fly. 

Fop 
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For refcue from the hleffing we poUefs ? 

Ttme^ the fupreme I^Timc is Etefbity i 

Pregnant with all eternity can give ; 

Pregnane with a]], that makes archangels fmile. 

Who murders time, he cruflies in the birth 
^ A pow'r ethereal, only n^t ador*d. 

' All ! how QDJttft to nature, and himfelfy 

Is thoQghtlefs, thanklefs, inconfiftent man ! 

Like children babbling nonfenfe in their fports. 

We cenfare nature for a fpan too (hort ; 

That fpan too fhort, we tax as tedioas too ; 
. Torture invention^ all expedients tire. 

To la(h the ling'ring 'moments into fpeed. 

And whirl us (happy riddance !} from ourfelves. 
, Art, brainlefs Art ! our furious charioteer 

(For Natures voice unftifled would recall) 
' Drives headlong towards the precipice of death ; 

Death, mofi our dread ; death tbiam oxt dreadful made : 

O what a riddle of abiy-dity f 

Lfifun is pain ; takes off our chariot- wheels ; 

How heavily we drag the load of life i 

9left leifure is our curfe ; like that of Cain, 

It ihakes us wander ; wander earth around 

.To fly that tyrant, thought. As ^/Aix groan*d 

The world beneath, we groan beneath an hour. 

We cry for mercy to the next amufement ; 

The next amufement mortgages our fields ; 

Slight inconvenience ! prifons hardly frown. 

From hateful Time if prifons fet us free. 

Yet when Death kindly tenders us relief. 
Vol. III. C Wc 
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f We call him crttcl ; yeara to moments flirink, 
I Ages to years. The telefcope is tumM. 
/ To man's falfe optics (from his folly falfe) 

Tiwe, in advance, behind him hides his wings, 
• And Teems to creep, decrepit with his age ; 
; Behold him, when pail by ; what then is feen. 

But his broad pinions fwifter than the winds } 
\ And all mankind, in contradidion ftroi^, 
/ Rueful, aghaft ! cry out on his career. 

Leave to thy foes thefe errors, and tkefe ills $ 

To nature juft, their Cau/e and Cure explore. 

Not (hort heav'n's bounty, boundlefs our expence; 

No niggard, nature ; men are prodigals. 

We wafiet not u/e our time j we breathe, not live. 

Time 'waftei is exiftence/ «iVis life. 

And hare exiftenccy man, to li<ve ordain*d. 

Wrings, and oppreflcs with enormous weight. 

And why ? fince ^ime was giv*n for nfe, not wafte, 

Injoin'd to fly ; with tempeft, tide, and ftars. 

To keep his fpced, nor ever wait for man ; 

TVWs ufe was doom'd a pleafure : Waftc, a pain i 

That man might/^^/ his error, if nnfeen : 

And, feeling, fly to labour for his cure ; 

Not, blundering, fplit on idlenefs for eafe. 

Life's cares are comforts ; fuch by heav'n deflgnM ; 

He that has none, muft make them, or be wretched« 

Cares are employments ; and without employ 

The foul is on a rack ; the rack of refi^ 

To fouls mod adverfe ; aflion all their joy. 
Here then, the riddle, mark'd above, unfolds ; 

Them 
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Then time turns torment, when man turns a fool. 

We rave, we wreftle, with Gnat Naturii Plaui 

We thwart the Deity ; and 'tis decreed. 

Who thwart his will, fliall contradict their own^ 

Hence onr unnatoral quarrels with ourfelves 1 

Oor thoughts at enmity ; our bofem-broil ; 

We puih time from us, and we wifh him back f 

Laviih of luilrums, and yet fond of life j 

lafe we think long, and fhort ; Dtatb feek, and fhun ; 

Body and foul, like peeviih man and wife. 

United jar, and yet are loth to part. 

Oh the dark days of vanity I while here. 

How taftelefs ! and how terrible, when gone f 

<7one I they ne'er go ; when pad, they haunt ua Oill % 

The fpirit walks of ev'ry day deceased; 
And fmiles an angel, or a fury frowns. 
Kor death, nor life delight us. If time/^. 
And time fojfeft^ both paia us,* what can pleafe i 
That which the Deity to pleafe ordain'd. 
Time viV. The man who confecrates his hour^ 
By vigorous effort, and an honeil aim. 
At once" he draws the ^ng of life and death $ 
He ^alks nvitb Nature ; and her paths are peace. 
Our error's caufe and cure are feea : See next 
Tivae's Nature, Origin, Importan<e, _ Speed i 
And thy great Gmn from urging his career.-— 
AU-fenfual man, becaufe untouched, uiifeen» 
He looks on Time as nothing. Nothing elfe 
Is truly man's ; 'tis fortune's*^— Time's a god. 4 

Hall thou be'er heard of Time^ omni|>Qtence I .i 

Q z r,r; 
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For, or againft 9 what wonders he can dof 

And njuill: To Hand blank neuter he difdalns. 

Not on tbo/e terms was Time {heav'n's flranger I ) fcnt 

On his important embafT/ to man. 

Lorenzo ' no : On the long-deftin'd hour. 

From evcrlafting ages growing ripe. 

That memorable hoar of wondrous birth^ 

When the Dread Sire, on emanation bent. 

And big with nature, rlfmg in bis might, 

Calld forth creation (for then Thne was born)^ 

By Godhead ftreaming thro^ a thoufand worlds ; 

Not on tbo/e terms , from the great days of heaven. 

From old eternity's myflerioos orb. 

Was Time cut off, and caft beneath the fkles ; 

The ikies, which wateh him in his new abode, 

Meafuring his motions by revolving ipheres; 

That horologe machinery divine. 

Hours, days, and months, and years, his children, play. 

Like num'roufi wings around him, as he flies : 

Or, rather, as unequal plumes they ihape 

His ample pinions, fwift as darted flame. 

To gain his goal, to reach his antient refl. 

And join anew Eternity his fire ; 

In his immutability to nell, 

When worlds, that count his circles nonju^ anhing'd, 

(Fate the loud fignal founding) headlong rufh 

To timelefs night and chaos, whence they rofe. 

Why fpur the fpeedy ? Why with levities 
New- wing thy (hort, fhort day*s too rapid flight ? 
£now*ft thou, or what thou doft, or what is done ? 

Man 
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Man flies from TtW, and fimi from man s too foon 
In fad divorce this double flight muft end : 
And then, where are we ? where, Lorenzo ! then, 
Thy fports ? thy pomps ?— I grant thee, in a ftate 
Not anambitious ; in the ruffltd fliroud. 
Thy Parian tomb's triumpbatit arch beneath. 
Has Death his fopperies ? Then well may Life 
Put on her plume, and in her rainbow (hine. 

Ye well-arrafd! Ye lilies of our land ! 
Ye lilies male ! who neither toil, nor fpin, 
(As fifler lilies might) if not fo wife 
As Solomon^ more fumptuous to the fight ! 
Ye deiicate ! who nothing can fupport', 
Yourfelves moft infupporuble ! for whom 
The winter rofe mufl blow, the fun put on 
A brighter beam vaLeoi filky-foft 
Favonius breathe flill fofcer, or be chid ; 
And other worlds fend odours, fawce, and fong. 
And robes, and notions, fram'd in foreign looms ! 
O ye LoRBNzos of our age ! who deem 
One moment nnamusM, a mifery 
Not made for feeble man ! who call aloud 
For ev'ry bawble drivel'd o'er by fenfe ; 
For rsi^tles, and conceits of evVy cafl. 
For change of follies, and relays of joy. 
To drag your patient through the tedious length 
Of a fliort winter^s i%*— fay, fages ! fay, 
Wit*8 oracles ! fay, dreamers of gay dreams ! 
How will yon weather an eternal night. 
Where fuch expedients fail ? 

C 3 O 
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O treach'rous Confcience / while (he ffeems to fleep 
Cn rofe and myrtle ^ luU'd with fy ren fong ; 
While fhe feems nodding o cr her charge, to drop 
On headlong Apfttite the flacken'd rein. 
And give us up to licence^ unrecalPd, 
Unmarky ; — fee, from behind her fecret ftand. 
The fly informer minutes ev'ry fault. 
And her dread diary with horror fills. 
Not the grofs AS alone employs her pen ; 
She reconnoitres Fancy s airy band, 
A watchful foe ! the formidable fpy, 
Lifl'ning, o'erhears the whifpers of our camp ; 
Our dawning purpofes of heart explores. 
And flealt our embryos of iniquity. 
As all rapacious ufurers conceal "^ 

Their doomfday-book from all-confuming heirs ; 
Thus, with indulgence moH kvtrt^ fhe treats 
Us fpendthrifts of ineflimable 7ime ; 
Unnoted, notes each moment mifapply'd i 
In leaves more durable than leaves of brafs. 
Writes our whole hiflory ; which Death fhall read 
In tsWy pale delinquent's private ear ; 
And Judgment publifh ; publifh to more worlds 
Than this 5 and endlefs age in groans refound. 
Lorenzo, fucb that Sleeper in thy breaft ! 
Such is her {lumber ; and her vengeance fuch 
For flighted counfel ; fuch thy future peace ! 
And think'fl thou flill thou canfl be wife toojoon f 

But why on ^ime fo lavifli is ray fong ? 
On this great themi kind ¥aturi keeps a fchool. 

To 
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To teach her fans herfelf. Each night we die. 
Each morn are born anew : Each day» a life ! 
^ And fhall we kill each day ? If Trifiag kiila ; 

Sure Vice muft butcher. O what heaps of flain 

Cry out for vengeance on us I 7i«# deftroy'd 

Is Suicide, where more than Blood x^ fpilt. 

Time flies, death urges, knells call, heav'n invites. 

Hell threatens : All exerts ; in effort, all ; 

More than creation labours {—-labours more f 

And is there in creation, what, amidft 

This tomuh univerfal, wing'd difpatch. 

And ardent energy, fupincly yawns ? 

Man fleeps ; and Man alone ; and Man, whofe fate. 

Fate irreverfible, intire, extreme, 

Endlefs, hair hung, breeze- (hakcn, o'er the gulph 

A moment trembles j drops ! and Man^ for whom 

All elfe is in alarm \ Man, the folc caufe 

Of this furrounding dorm I and yet he fleeps. 

As the ftorm rock'd to reft. — Throw Tears away ? 

Throw Empires^ and be blamelefs. Moments feize ; 

He^nns oii their wing ; A moment welmay wiflft~ 

When worlds want wealth to buy. Bid Day ftand dill. 

Bid him drive back his car, and reimport 

The period paft, regive the given hour. 

Lorenzo, more than miracles we want ; 

Lorenzo — O for yefterdays to come ! 
Such is the language of the man aixiake i 

His ardor fuch, for what oyprejfes thee. 

And is his ardor vain, Lorenzo? No; 

C 4 That 
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That mTft than miracle the gods indulge ; 
^O'day is Yefterday returned ; retarn*d 
Fall pow'r'd to cancel, expiate, raife, adorn, 
And reinflate as on the Rock of peace. 
Let it not (hare its predecefTor's fate ; 
Isor, like its elder fillers, die a fool. 
Shall it evaporate in fame ? Fly ofF 
Fuliginous, and fiain us deeper ftill ? 
Shall we be poorer for the plenty poor'd ? 
More wretched for the clemencies of heav'n ? 

Where (hall I find Vim ? Angels ! tell me where. 
You knew him : He is.near you : Point him out: 
Shall I fee glories beaming from his brow ? 
Or trace his footfteps by the rifmg flowers ? 
Your golden wings, no'w hov'ring o'er him, fiied 
Protedion ; now, are waving in applaufe 
To that b^ea fon of forefight f lord of fate ! 
That awful independent on To^morronjo ! 
Whofe luork is done j who triumphs in the Pafl ; 
Whofc Yefterdays look backwards with a fmiie ; 
Nor, like the Varthian^ wound him as they fly ; 
That common, but opprobrious lot ! paft hours. 
If not by guilt, yet wound ns by their flight. 
If folly bounds our profped by the grave, 
All feeling of futurity benumbM ; 
All god. like paflion for eternals quencht ; 
All relifti of realities expir'd ; 
Renounced all correfpondence with the fkies ; 
Our freedom chain'd ; quite winglcfs our defire ; 
In fenfe dark-prifon'd all that ought to foar ; 

Prone 
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Prone to the centre ; crawling in the duft ; 

Difmounted ev'ry great and glorious aim j 

Embruted evVy faculty divine ; 

Heart-bury'd in the rubbifh of the world. 

The world, that gulph of fouls, immortal fouls* 

Souls elevate, angelic, winged with fire 

To reach the diftant flcies» and triumph there 

On thrones, which fhall not mourn their mailers changed ; 

Tho' we from Earth ; Eibereal^ they that fell. 

Such veneration due, O man, to man. 

Who venerate themfelves, the world defpife. 
For what, gay friend ! is this e/cuicbeoud world. 
Which hangs oat D £ AT H in one eternal night ? 
A night, that glooms as in the noon-tide ray. 
And wraps our thought, at banquets, in the (hrood. 
Life's little ftage is a fmall eminence. 
Inch-high the grave' above ; that holne of man. 
Where dwells the multitude : We ^ze around ; 
We read their monuments i we ^j^_ j^and whijlc_ 
We figb, we fink ; and are what we deplor'd ; 
Lamenting, or lamented, all our lot I 

Is death at difUnce ? No : He has been on thee ; 
And giv'n fure earneft of his final blow. 
Thofe hours thut lately fmil'd, where are they now ? 
Pallid to thought, and gbaiUy ! drown'd, all drown'd 
In that great deep, which nothing difen^bogues i 
And, dying, they bequeathed thee fmall renown. 
The reft are on the wing : How fleet their flight ! 
Already has the fatal train took fire ; 

Cs A 
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A moment, and the world's blown up to thee ; 

The fun is dafknefs, and the liars are duft. 

' Tis greatly wife to talk with oar paft hours ; 

And afk them, what report they bore to hearen ; 

And how they might have borne more welcome news^. 

Their anfwers form what men Experience call ; 

Jf WifdonCs friend, her beft ; if not, worft foe. 

O reconcile them I Kind Experience cries, 

*^ There's nothing here, but what as nothing weighs i 

" The more our joy, the more we know it vain ; 

•• And by fuccefs are tutor'd to defpair." 

Nor is it only thus, but mufi be fo. 

Who knows not this, tho' grey, is (till a child. 

oofe then from earth the grafp of fond defire. 
Weigh anchor, and fome happier clime explore. 

Art thou fo moor'd thou canH not difengage, 
Nor give thy thoughts a ply to future fcenes ? 
Since, by Life's paffing breath, blown up from earth. 
Light, as the fummer's duft, we take in air 
A moment's giddy flight, and fall again j 
Join the dull mafs, increafe the trodden foil. 
And deep, till' earth herfelf fhall be no morie; 
Since then (as emmets, their fmall world o'erthrown) 
We, fore-amaz'd, from out earth's ruins crawl. 
And rife to fate extreme of foul or fair. 
As man's own choicie (controuler of the ikies !) 
As man's defpotic will, perhaps one hour, 
(O how omnipotent is time ! ) decrees ; 
Should not each nvaming give a ftrong alarm ? 

Warning, far lefs than that of bqfom torn 

frojti 
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From bofom, bleeding o'er the facred dead ! 
Should not each MrWftr ike nt js wcp afs^ 
Portentous, as the writtim ivo/A which fhiick» . 
O'er midnight bowls, the proad Affyri4m pale* .^ 
Ere-while high'fludit, with infofence, and wiaef 
\Jis.tihaty the dial fpeaks ; and points to thee, 
Lorenzo f loth to break thy ban^t up : 
*' O man, diy kingdom is departing from thee \ 
" And, while it lafts, is emptier than my fliade." 
Jts filent langnage fach : Nor aeed'ft thou call 
ThyMagif to decypher what it means. 
Know, like the M/ilrim, fate is in thy walla : 
Doft aik. How f Whena f B#^MSMr-like, amaz'd 7 
Man's make indofes the fare feeds of death i 
Zj^ feels the mnrd^er : Ingratef he thrives 
On her own meal, and then his narfe devours. 

But, here, Lorbhbo, the delufion iiesi 
Tl^l filar /batU/Wt as it meafures lile, 
Itliferefembiestoo: Life fpeeds away 

f From point to point, tho' feeming toftgnd ftiU. 

'. The'cuhni^ftigitive is fwjft by fleaith : , 

i Too fubtie is the movement to be feen ; 

I Yet foon man's hour is up, and we are gone. 

jir«r»/xr;j point out our danger; Gx$mo/u, time: 
As tbe/e are uielefi when the fun is fet ; 
So tkofi, but when more glorious Riafin ihines. 
Riafin ihould judge in all ; in reafon s eye» * 

That fedentary fliadew travels hard. 
But fuch our gravitation to the wrong. 
So prone our hearts to whifper what we wiih» 

C 6 Ti^ 
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Tis later with the wife than he's aware ; 
A Wilmington goe$ flower than the fun : 
And all mankind midake their time of day ; 
/ Ev'n age iifelf . Freih hopes are heurly fown 
; In furrowM brows. So gentle life's defcent^ 
^ We fhut oar eyes, and think it is a plain. 
: We take fair days in winter, for the fpring ; 
j And tura our bleifings into bane. Since oft 
/ Man muil compute that age he cannot /^«/, 
He fcarce believes he's older for his years. 
{ Thus, at life'l laceft eve, we keep in ftorc 
\ One difappointment fare, to crown the reft ; 
\ The difappointment of a promised hoar. 
On Thisi or fimilar. Philander ! thou 
Whofe mind was moral, as the preacher's tongue ; 
And flrong, to weild all fcience, worth the name ; . 
How often we talked down the fammer's fun. 
And coolM our paffions by the breezy ftream I 
How often thawed and (horten'd winter's eve» 
By conflia kind, that ftruck'x)ttt latent truths 
Beft found, fo fought ; to the Reclu/i more coy ! 
Thoughts difintangle pafiing o'er the lip j . 
Clean runs the thread ; if not, 'tis thrown away. 
Or kept to tie np nonfenfe for a fong ; 
Song, fa&ionably fruitlefs ; fiich as ftains 
The Fancy ^ and unhallow d Paffion fires ; 
Chiming her faints to Cythreat fane, 
f Know'ft thou, Lorenzo! what a friend contains? 
kf>htt& mixt Neaar^tzw from fragrant flow'rs. 
So men from FRIENDSHIP, Wifdom and DiHgbt ; 

Twins 
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I Twins ty^d by nature, if they part, they die. 
Haft thou no friend to fet thy mind abroach ? 
) Gm^^^^ will ftagnate. Thoughts (hut op, wantair^ 
t And fpoily like bales unopened to the fun. 
\ Had thought been all, fweet fpeech had been deny*d ? 
«. Speech, thought's canal I fpeech, thought's criterion too f 

Thought in the mine, may come forth gold, .or drofs ; 
{ When coin'd in word, we know its real worth. 
- If fterling, ftore it for thy future ufe; 

'Twill buy thee bene£t ; perhaps, renown. 

Thought, too, deliver 'd, is the more poffeft ; 

Teaching, we learn; and, giving, we retain 

The births of intelled; when dumb, forgpt. 

Speeeh ventilates our intelledtual fire ; 

Switch bnrniihes our mental magazine ; 

Brightens, for ornament ; and wheti, for ufe. 

What numbers, fheath'd in erudition, lie, 

Plung'd to the hilts in venerable tomes. 

And rnfted in ; who might have borne an edge. 

And play'd a fprightly beam, if born to fpeech ; 

If born bleft heirs of half their mother's tongue I 

*Tis thought's exchange, which, like th' alternate puih 

Of waves confiiding, breaks the learned fcum. 

And defecates the ftudents ftanding pooh 
In Contemplation is his proud refource ? 

Tis poor, as proud, by Convir/e unfuftain'd. 

Rude thought runs wild in Contemplation's field ; 

Con^erfey the menage, breaks it to the bit 

Of due reftraint ; and emulations fpur 

Gives graceful energy, by rivals aw'd. 

Tit 



3* Tie Complain T^ Night 2* 

'Tls conrerfe qualifies for folitude ; 
As exercife, for falutary reft. 
By that untoto/d, Contempktion rzrtti 
And Nature B foo\, by Wifilom% is outdone. 
WijSomy tho* richer than Peruvian mines. 
And fweeter than the fweet anabrofial hive. 
What is (he, but the means of Haffinefs f 
That unobtain'd, than folly more a fool ; 
A melancholy fool, without her bells. 
Friendjhify the means of wifdom, richly gives 
The precious end, which makes our wifdom wife. 
Nature^ in zeal for human amity. 
Denies, or damps, zn undivided \t3>y, 
Joy is an import ; joy is an exchange; . 
Joy flies monopolifts : It calls for ^voo ; 
Rich fruit ! heav n-planted \ never pluckt by On$^ 
Needful auxilisrs are our friends, to give 
To focial man true relifh of himfel£ 
Full on ourfelves defcending in a line 
Fleafure\ bright beam, is feeble in delight : 
Delight intenfe, is taken by rebound ; 
Reverberated pleafures fire the breaft. 

(Celcfiisl Happine/sf whene'er ihe Hoops 
To vifit earth, one (hrine the goddefs find». 
And one alone to make her fweet amends 
/ For abfent heav'n— the bofom of a friend 5: 
Where heart meets heart, reciprocally foft. 
Each other s pillow to repofe divine. 
Be^«are the counterfeit : In P^(7»8fiame 

Heart» 
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Hearts melt, but melt like ice, foon harder froze. 
True love flrikes root in Reafm \ pafiion*ft foe : 
Virtui alone entenders us for life : 
I wrong her much— entenders us for ever : 
Of Friendfilf^ faireft fruits, the fruit moft fair 
Is Virtui kindling at a rival fire, 
* And, emuloujly^ rapid in lier race*. 

O the foft enmity \ endearing fbrife f 
i This carries friendfhip to her noon-tide point, 
I And gives the rivet of eternity. 
/ From fritnd/hip^ which outlives my former themes 
Glorious furvivor of old T/W, and Death I 
From Frtendihip, thns, that flow*r of heav'nly fced» 
The wife extrad eardi's moft HyhUan bHfs, 
Superior wifdom, crown'd with froiling joy. 

But for whom blolToms this E^anjltnuir ^ 
Jbroad They find, who cherifh it at Home. 
LoRBif zo ! pardon what my love extorts. 
An honeft love, and not afraid to frown. 
Tho' choice of follies faften on the Greats 
None clings more obftinate, than fancy fond 
That facred friendfhip is their eafy prey i 
Caught by the wafture of a golden lure. 
Or fafdnation of a high-born fmile. 
Their fmiles, the Greats and the Coquet, throw Out 
For Others hearts, tenacious of their Own ; 
And we no lefs of ours, when fuch the bait. 
Ye fortune's cofferers ! Ye pow'rs of wealth f 
Can gold gain friendfhip ? Impudence of hope ! 
As well mere man an angel might beget. 

Love, 
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Love^ and Love only, is the loan for love. 
Lorenzo I pride reprefs ; nor hope to find 
A friend, but what has found a friend in Thee. 
All like the purchafe ; few the price will pay ; 
Apd this makes friends fuch miracles below. 

What if (fince daring on fo nice a theme) 
I (hew thee friendship Delicate, as Dear, 
Offender violations apt to die ? 
Ri/ervi will wound it ; and Difiruft^ deftroy. 
Deliberate on all things with thy friend. 
But fince friends grow not thick on evVy bough. 
Nor evVy friend nnrotten at the corg^ 
Firft, on thy friend, delib'rate with Thyfclf ; . 
Paufe, ponder, fift ; not Eager in the choice^ 
Nor Jealous of the chofen ; Fixing, Fix ; 
Judge before frien^fhip, then confide till death. 
Well, for thy frieni ; but nobler far for Thee; 
How gallant danger for earth's higheft prize I 
A friend is worth all hazards we can run. 
^ Poor is the friend lefs mailer of a world : 
'< A world in purchafe for a friend is gain.** 

So fung He (angels hear that angel fing ! 
Angels from friendfhip gather half their joy) 
So fung Philander, as his friend went round 
In the rich ichor ^ in the genVous blood 
Of Bacchus, purple god of joyous wit, 
A brow folute, and ever laughing eye. 
He drank long health, and virtue, to his friend ; 
His friend, who warm*d him more, who more infpir'd* 
friendjhifi the wine of life ; but friendfliip xrnv 

* (Not 
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(Not fach was His) is neither Strong* nor Pure. 

! for the bright complexion, cordial warmth^ 
And elevating (jpirit, of a friend; 

For twenty fo miners ripening by my fide ; 
All fecalence of falihood long thrown down ; 
All focial virtues rifing in his foul ; 
As cryflal clear ; and fmiling, as they rife \ 
Hire nectar flows ; it fparkles in our fight ;. 
Rich to the tafte> and genuine from the heart* 
High -flavoured blifs for gods ! on earth how rare ! 
On earth how /oft! — Philander is no more. 

Think*ll thou the theme intoxicates my fong } 
Am I too warm ? — ^Too warm I cannot be« 

1 lov'd him much ; but now I love him more. 

Like birds* whofe beauties langniih, half-^onceard^ 
Till mounted on the wing, their gloflfy plumes 
Expanded ihtne with azure, green, and gold ;. 
How bleffings brighten as they take their flight I 
His flight PHiLANDsa took; his upward flight. 
If ever foul afcended. Had he dropt, 
(That eagle. genius f ) O had he let fall 
One feathex as he flew ; I, then, had wrote, 
What friends might flatter ; prudent foes forbear s 
Rivals fcarce damn ; and Zoilus reprieve. 
Yet what I can, I mud : It were profane 
To quench a glory lighted at the (kies. 
And cafl in fliadows his illuftrious dofe. 
Strange ! the theme moft afleding, mod fublime, 
Momentous moil to man; fliould fleep unfung ! 
And yet it fleeps, by genius nnawak'd, 

Peinim 
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Painim or XSfriJUan ; to the bloih of wit. 

Man's higheft triumph f in»i's profouhdeft fall ! 

The Dtatb-bed of the jiift ! is yet undrawn 

By mortal hand ; it merits a Divine : 

Angels ihould paint it, angels ever Thtre ; 

There, on a poft of honour, and of joy. 
Dare I prefume, then ? But PniLANDfiR bids ;. 

And glory tempts, and inclination calls ' ■ ■ 

Yet am I ftiuck ; as ftruck the foal, beneath 

Aereal Groves impenetrable gloom ; 

Or, in ibme mighty Ruins folemn fhade ; 

Or, gazing by pale lamps on bigb-hom Duji, 

In vaults ; thin courts of poor unflatter'd kings | 

Or, at the midnight Altars haliow'd flame. 

It is religion to proceed : I paufc 

And enter, aw'd, the temple of my thera«. 

Is it his death-bed ? No : It is his (hrine : 

Behold him, there, jufl rifmg to a god. 

. The chamber where the good man meets his &te> 

Is privileg'd beyond the common walk 
I Of ^virtuous life, quite in the verge of heav'n* 
• Fly, ye profane] If not, draw n^ar with awe, 
I Receive the blefTing, and adore the chance* 
; That threw in this Bet be/da your difeafe ; 
J If unreftor*d by This, defpair your cure. 
' For, Here, refifllefs demonflration dwells \ 

A death-bed's a dete6lor of the heart. 

Here tir*d diJJtmuTatlon drg^s her maf(^ue. 

Thro' life's grimace, that miflrefs of the fcene ^ 

Here Real, and Apparent, are the Same. 

Yott 
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Yoa fee the Man ; you fee his hold oa heav'n ; 
If (oand his virtae ; as ?hilaudrr\ found* 
Heav'n waits not the laft moment ; owns her friends 
On this fide death ; and points them out to men» 
A ^fture, iilent, b ut of fov'reign powVJ^ 

) To vice, confufion ; and to virtue^ peace. 

' Whatever farce the boaftful hero plays» 
Firtue alone has majefty in death $ 
And greater ftill, the more the tyrant frowns. 
Philander ! he feverely frown'd on thee» 
" No warning giv'n ! Unceremonious fate I 
** A fudden rnih from life's meridian joy 1 
'' A wrench from all we /o*vef from all we «r# t 
" A reliefs bed of pain ! a plunge opaque 
*• Beyond conjecture ! feeble Natures drcai; 
" Strong Reafoni fhudder at the dark unknown f 
" A fun extinguiihc ! a jufl opening grave t 
" And Oh ! the laft, laft ; what ? (can words exprcfs ? 
•' Thought reach it ?) the laft— S///«« of a friend 1 " 
Where are thofe horrors, that amazement, whercj 
This hideous group of ills, which ^ii^/y fhock. 
Demand from man ? — I thought him man till nonn. 

Thro' nature's wreck, thro' vanquiflit agonies, 
(Like the ftars ftroggling thro' this midnight gloom) 
What gleams of joy B what more than human peace ? 
Where, the frail mortal ? the poor abje6t worm ? 
N09 not in death, the Mortal to be found. 
His condud is a legacy for All. 
Richer than Mammon^ for his fmgle heir. 
His comforters he comforts; Great in ruin, 

With 
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With anrelu£tant grandeur, givts, not yields 
His foal fublime ; and clofes with his fate. 

How our hearts burnt within us at the fcene F 
Whence this brave bound o^er limits fixt to man ? 
His God fuftains him in his final hour f 
His final hoar brings glory to his God ! 
Man's glory heav'n Touchfafes to call her own. 
We^aze, we weep ; mixt tears of grief and joy ! 
Amazement ftrikes ! devotion buHls to flame f 
Chrijlians Adore ! and Infidels Believe. 

As fome tall towV, or lofty mountain^is brow^ 
Detains the fun, Illaftrious from^its height ; 
While riiing vapoars, and defcending (hades. 
With damps, anddarknefs, drown the ipadous vaTe ^ 
Undampt by doubt, andarken'd by defpair, 
Philandert,- thus, auguftly rears his head. 
At that Hack hour, which genVal horror {hed$ 
On the low level of th* inglbrious throng : 
Sweet ?eace^ and heavenly Hopet and humble Joy^. 
Divinely beam on his exalted fool ; 
Deftru£lion gild, and crown him for the fkies^ 
With incommunicaUc luftre, bright. 
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NIGHT the THIRD. 



NARCISSA. 

To He r Ge acb 

The Duchess of P . 



igmfcenda quidem, /cirent J! ignofare mana. Vine* 



FROM Drioms, where thoDght in fancy's maze rans 
To Rimfin, that heaY^nUighted lamp in man, [n^y 
Once more I wake ; and at the deftm'd hour, 
Pundtual as lovers to die moment fwom» 
I keep my affignation with my woe. 

OI Lofttovirtae, Loft to manly thought^ 
Loft to the noble fallies of the foal ^ 
Who think it foli tttde, to be Alone. 
Communi on fwe et ? commonion hrge^ and hi|^ ! 
OviTRea/on, Guardian Jngel^ SLndomGodf 
Then neareft Thefe, when Others moft remote $ 
And AH, ere long, fhall be remote, tut Thefe* 
How dreadfnl, Tkint lo meet them all aiotte, 

6 A 
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A ftr Anger ! unacknowleg'd I unapproved t 

Now woo tliem ; wed them ; bind them to thy breaft ; 

To win thy wifh, creation has no more. 

Or if we wifh 2L/ourtb, it is a Friend — — 

But fri ends, how moftall dangerous the dePre.^ 

Take Phbobus to yourfelves, ye bafking bards f 
Inebriate at fair fortune's fountain-head ; 
And rce^ng thro* the wildernefs of joy ; 
Where Sen/e runs favage, broke from Reafon^ chain^ 
And fings falfc peace, till fmother'd by the pall. 
My fortune is unlike ; unlike my fong ; 
Unlike the deity my fong invokes. 
I to Day'% foft ey*d fitter pay my court, 
(Endymion's rival ! ) and her aid implore j 
Now firft implored in fuccour to the Mufe. 

Thou, who didft lately borrow •Cynthia's form. 
And modeftly forego thy Own ! O Thou, 
Who didil thyfelf^ at midnight hours, infpire ! 
Say, why not Cynthia patroncfs of fong? 
As Thou her crefccnt, fhe thy charaftcr 
AiTumes ; ftill more a goddefs by the change. 

Are there demurring wits, who dare difpute 
This revolution in the world infpir'd ? 
Yt trB,\n Pierian f to the I*fwr fpherc. 
In filent hour, addrefs your ardent call 
For aid immortal ; lefs her broxher's right. 
She, with the fphercs harmonious, nightly leads 
The mazy dance, and hears their matchlefs (train, 
A ftrain for gods, deny'd to mortal ear. 

• At the ^kc of Ifnfrih't naf^oeradc. 

Tranfmit 
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^ranfmit it heard, thou filver qneen of heay*D f 
What title, or what name, endears thee moft ? 
Cynthia! Ctllene ! PhoebbI— ordoft hear ' 
With higher guft, fair P p of the (kies ! 

Is that the foft tnchantment calls thee down^ 
More powerful than of old Circean charm ? 
Come ; but from heav'nly banquets with thee bring 
The foul of fong, and whifper in my ear 
The theft divine ; or in propitious dreams 
(For dreams are Thine) transfufe it thro' the breaft 

Of thy iirft votary But not thy laH ; 

U, like thy Namefaket thou art ever kind. 

And kind thou wilt be ; kind on fuch a theme $ 
A theme fo like thee, a quite lunar theme. 
Soft, modell, melancholy, female, fair! 
A theme that rofe all pale, and told my foul, 
*Twa8 Night ; on her fond hopes perpetual night; 
A night which llruck a damp, a deadlier damp. 
Than that which fmote me from PniLANOEit^s tomb. 
Narcissa follows, ere his tomb is clos'd. 
Woes duller ; rare ^x^JoUtary woes ; 
They love a train, they tread each other's heel ; 
Hir death invades hii mournful right, and claims 
The grief that darted from my lids for Him : 
Seizes the faithlefs, alienated tear. 
Or (hares it» ere it falls. So frequent death» 
Sorrow, he more than caufes, he confounds ; 
For haman fighs his rival (brokes contend. 
And make diftrefs, diftrafUon. Oh Philander! 
What was thy fate ? A double fate to me; 

Vol. m. D . Portent, 
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Portent,' and piin I a nxraaee, and a blow I 
Like the black raven hovering o*er my peace. 
Not leTs a bird of ofnen, than of prey. 
It caird Narcissa long before her hour ; 
It caird her tender foul, by break of blifs. 
From the firft blofibm, fitmi the bods of joy $ 
Thofe kw oar noxiotts fate unblafted leaves 
In this inclement clime of hnman life. 

Sweet barntonift ! and Beautiful as fweetl 
And Yoang as beautifal ! and Soft as young t 
^ And Gay as fofti and Innocent as gay I 
And Happy {if aught Happy here) as good f 
For fortune fond had built her neft on high. 
Like birds quite exquifite of note and plume, 
Transfixt by fate (who loves a lofty mark) 
How from the fummit of the grove (he fell. 
And left it unharmonious ! All its charm 
Extinguiflit in the wonders of her fong ! 
Her fong ftill vibrates in my raviiht ear. 
Still melting there, and with voluptuous pajn 
(O to forgpt her ! ) thrilling thro' ray heart f 

Song, Beauty, Youth, Love, Virtue, Joy ! this gro«p 
Of bright ideas, Eow'rs of paradife. 
As yet unforfeit ! in one blaze we bind. 
Kneel, and prefent it to the Dcies ; as All 
We guefs of heav'n: And tbe/e were all her own. 
And (he was mine ; and I was-rocw /— moft bleft— 
Ga^ title of the deepeft mifery ! 
A% bodies grow more ponderous, robb'd of life ; 
Good loll weighs more in grief, than gain'd, in joy. 

Like 
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Like bloffom'd trees o'atuni'd by vernal ftorm. 

Lovely in death the beauteous ruin lay ; 

And if in death ftill lovely, lovelier There ; 

Far lovelier f pity iwelis the tide of love. 

And will not the fevere excufe a iigh ? 

Scorn the proud man that is a(hamM to weep « 

Our tears induf^d indeed deferve our (hame. 

Ye rfiat c*cr loft an angel ! pity me. 
Soon as the luftre languifht in her eye, 
> Dawning a dimmer day on human fight ; 

And on her cheek, the refidcnce of fpring. 

Pale omen fat ; and fcatter'd fears around 
\ On all that faw (and who would ccafe to gaze, 
[ That once had feen ?) with hade, parental hade, 
^ I flew, I fnatch*d her from the rigid north, 
I Her native bed, on which bleak Boreas blew» 
I And bore her nearer to the fun ; th« fun 
\ (As if the fun could etiyy) checkt his beam, 

/ Deny'd his wonted fuccour ; nor with more 
! Regret beheld her drooping* than the bells 

(Of lilies ; faireft lilies, not fo fair I 
Queen lilies ! and ye painted populace ! 
Who dwell in fields, and \^A ainl;>roiial lives ; 
In morn and evening dew, your beaoties bathe, 
And drink the fun ; which gives your cheeks to gtow> 
And out-blufh {mine excepted) evVy fan-; 
You gladlier grew, ambitious of her hand. 
Which often cropt your odours, incenfe meet 
To thought fo pure t Ye lovely fugitives f 
' Coseviil race with man f for man you fmile ; 

D z Why 
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Why not (miit at him too ? Yoo ihare indeed 
His fodden pafs ; but not his confts&nt pain. 

So man is made, nought miniften delight^ 
But what his glowing paflions can engage ; 
And glowing paffions, bent on aoght below, 
Muft, foon or late, ^ith anguifh turn the fcale ; 
And angnifh, after rapture, how fevere ! 
Rapture ? Bold man ! who tempts the wrath divine, ' 
By plucking fruit deny*d to mortal tafte, 
rWhile here^ prefuming on the rights of hear'Q^ 
For transport doft thpn call on ev'ry hpur^ 
Lorenzo ? At thy friend's expence be wife; 
Lean not on earth \ ^twill pierce thee to the heart ; 
A broken reed, at beft ; but, oft, a fjpear ; 
On its fharp ppint peai^e bleeds, and ]iope expires. _: — 

Turn, hopelefs thought ! tn^-n from her :— Though^ 
Refenting 'rallies, and wakes ty'ty woe. [repeird ^ 

Snatch'd ere thy prime ! and in thy bridal homr ! 
And when kind fortune, with thy lover, fmil'd f 
And when high fiavour'd thy frefli opening joyft f 
And when blind raift pronoiuxc'd thy biifs complete \ 
And on a foreign ihore ; wheve fbangers wept! 
Strangers to Thee; and, more furprifing ftill, . 
Strangers to Kindnefs, wept: Their eyes let fall 
Inhuman tears i ftrange tc<irs ! that trickled down 
From marble hearts \ obdurate tendernefs! 
A tendernefs thatcaird them more fevere ; 
In fpite of nature's foft perfuafion, fteePd 1 
While naturt melted, fiptrftitian rav'd j 
fhat mourn'd the dead ; and tUs d^y'd n grave* 

Their 
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Their fighB inoenft ; fighs foreign to Ukf will! 
Their will the iygir (uck*d, oatrag'd the ftorm. 
For Oh! the carft angodlinefs of zeal I 
While ^m/uJ JIffi relented, /pirit norft 
In blind infalBbilitft embrace, 
Thtfaimied /pirit petrify'd the breaft ; 
Deny*d the charity of daft, to fpread 
O'er daft ! a charity thdr dogs enjoy. 
What could I do ? What faccoar ? What nefoarce ? 
With pious facrilege, a grave I ftole ; 
With impioas piety, that grave I wrong*d ; 
Short in my doty ; coward in my grief! 
More like her murderer, than friend, I crept. 
With foft-fufpended ftep, and mafflcd deep 
Jn midnight darknefs, *wbifptr'd my laft figh. 
I nM/ptr*d what IhottU echo thro' dieir realms { 
Nor writ her name, whofe tomb Ihoold pieice the ikiet, 
Piefumptooos fear! Ho^if doift I dread her ^oesy 
While natnie's loudeft diaates I obey'd } 
Pardon neceffity, bleftflude! Of grief 
And indignation livai burib I ponr^d i 
Half execration nungled with my prayer i 
Kindled at man, while I his God ador*d ; 
Soregmdg'd the favage land her facred daft ; 
Stampt the corft foil ; and with humanigr 
(Deny'd Narciss a) wiflit them all a grave. 

Glows my refentment into gailt ? What goilt 
Can equal violations of the dead ? 
The dead how facred! Saaed is the duft 
Of tfa^s heav'n.labour*d form, ere^, divine ! 

D 3 This 
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This heavValTani'd majeftic robe of earth. 
He deign*d to wear, who' hang the rafi expanfe 
With azare bright, and cloath'd the fun in gold. 
When ev*ry paflion ileeps that can offend ; 
When ftrikes ns tsi^tj xnotire that can melt ; 
When man can wre^k his rancoar wtcontrouPd, 
That (IroBgeft curb on infolt and ilLwill; 
nent fpleen to duft^ the duft of innocence ? 
An angers doft !— — -This Liuifgr tianfeendi ; 
When Yst contended for the patriarch^s bones, 
'Twas not the flrife of malice^ but of p^dei 
The ftrife of pontift^ fride, not pontiff galL 
Far lefs than This is iiockiog in a nice 

Moft wretched^ but from fiitams of mstiNil lore 1 

And uncreated, bot for love divine i 

And, but for love divine, this momtBt^ hfip 

By fate reforb'd, and funk ia endlefii mgkt. 

Man hard of heart to man ! Of bofrid tkbgr 

Moil horrid ! 'Mid ftnpeiHloM, bi^f ftraagt t 

Yet oft his courtefict art finootker wrongs^ 

Pride brandifhes the favours He confers. 

And contamtlioas hi* hnmivnity : 

What then his vengeance ? Haar it not, ye ftart ! 

And thon, pale moont torn paler at the foind $ 

Man is to man the foreft, fofeft ill. 

A previous blaft foretels the rifing ftorm ; 

G^rwhelming turrets direaten ere they fall 1 

Volcano's bellow ere they difembogue ; 

Earth trembles ere her yawning jaw* devour ; 

And fmoke betrays the wide-confuming fire: 

Ruin 
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Ruin from maa is moil ciwoeard wheo iicar« 
And fends the dreadful t^din^s in the blow. 
Is this the flight of fancy ? Would it were !. 
Heav'n's SovVeigh iaves all beiagi, bUt himiAlfik ' 
That hideous fight» a fiaieJ human b^art. 

Fir'd is the mufe ? Atfd let th« wife bSe fir'd: 
Who not inflam'd^ whqa what he fpeaks, he ieel% 
And in the necve moft tender » in his- friends ? 
Shame to mankind! P^iI'Andbk had hb foes t 
He felt the troths I fis^g, and I in Him. 
But He, norI> f^GlmoT^: PaA iUi, Naecissa? 
Are funk in Thee, tboti recent wonnd of heart ! ' 
Which ble^da ivith othfr carea, with other pangs ^ 
Pangs numVpus, as the nvm'reas ills that fwarm'd 
O'er thy diftinguifltt fs^te, and, ; daft^ring There 
Thick as th^ locnfi w the land oiNiU^ 
Made death mpre deadly^ and more dark ike grave, 
Refiedt (if not forgot my teaching tale) 
How was each circiunftance with a^a arm'd ! 
An afpic. Each! and All^ tn,ifydnL\»oc: 
What tttong HerittkaM vktoe contU fofice ? »«^ 
Or IS it virtue to be conqner'd Here ? 
This hoary cheek ^ Ufain of tears bedews ; 
And each tear mourns its own dtfiitta diftrefs ; 
And each di^fs, diftin£ily moura'd^ demanda 
Of grief fBll more> as heij^n'd by the whole* 
A grief like tins proprietors excludes : 
Not friends alo99 fach pbfequiea deplore ; 
They make Mankind the mourper $ carry fighs 
Far as the fatal iWnr can wing hes way i, 

D 4 And 
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And torDtke gagreft thought of gayeft age, ' 
Down their rigbe chaad* thro' the vale of death.' 
The vak ef death ! that haiht Cimmerian vale. 
Where itarhn$f$^ brooding o*cr unfiaiflit fates. 
With raren wing incombent, waits Che day 
4 Dread day ! ) that inteniiaii all fomre change! 
That iubterranean world, that land of ruin! 
Fit walk, Loamzo, for proad human thought ! 
V[heri let my thought expatiate ; and explore 
Balfamic truths, and healing fentiments. 
Of all moft wanted, and moft welcome, btrt. 
For gay Lorenzo's fake, and for thy own. 
My foul ! '* The fmits of dying friends furvey ; 
*' Expofe the *vain of life ; weigh life and death 1 
^' Give death his eulogy ; thy fear fubdue ; 
** And labour that firft palm of noble minds^ 
•• A manly fcrrn of terror from the tomb." 

" This harveft reap from thy Narcissa*8 grave. 
As poets feigned from Ajax' ftreaming blood 

^rofe, with grief infcrib*d, a mournful flow'r$ 
Let wifdom btoflbm from my mortal wound^ 
Audjirftt of dying friends ; what fruit from thefe ? 
It brings us more than triple aid ; an aid 
To chafe our thought lefnefsy fear^ fridtt and gwlt* 

Our dying friends come o*er us like a cloud. 
To damp our brainlefs ardors ; and abate 
That glare of life, which often blinds the wife. 

^ Our dying friends are pioneers, to fmooth 
Our rugged pafs to death ; to break thofe bars 

. Of terror, and abhorrence, nature throws 

Croft 
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Crors onr obfirafied way ; and, thua, to make 
Wdcomij wfafe^ Oor port from virj &»rjn. 
Ea£^nendJ>|MfatL&itcVd from o«» is a ^osht 
Plackt from the wing of haman vanity^ . 
Which makes us ftoop from oar aereal heights. 
And, dampt with omen of oor own deceafe, 
On drooping pinions of ambition lower'd, 
Juft ikim earth's furface, ere we break it op^ 
O'er putrid earth to fcratcb a little duft» 

And fave the world a nuifance. Smitten friends 
r Are angels fcn£on errands full of love ;\ 

For us they iangnilh, and for us they die : 

Andlhall they languifli, (hall they die, ki Taii\ ? 

iTngratefulj ftiall we grieve their hov*ring fhades« 

wnic h wait Ae r evolution in our hearts ?. .^^ 

Shall we difdain^thei; filent/ feft addrefs ; 

Their pofthnmous advice^ and pious pray V ? 

Senfelef8,^, as her ds that graze their hallow'd graves,;, 

Tread under- fooTtHcIr agonies and groans ; 

Fruftiate their anguith, and deftroy their deaths ? 
Lor ENzb ! no ; the thought of death indulge % 

Give it its wholfome empire! let it reign. 

That kind chaftifer of thy ibul in joy ! 

Its reign will fpread thy glorious conqaeib far« 

And i!ill the tumults of thy rulHed breail : 

Aufpicious i£ra! golden days, begin! 

The thought of death, £ball, likeagod, infpire. 

And why not think oo death } I» life the theme 

Of ev'ry thought ? and wifli of ti\^xj hour ? 

And foDg of ev'ry joy I Surpri{ing,triicb.l 

l> i The 
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The beate;i fpaniers fondnefs not fo ftrange. 

To wave the num'rous ills that feizc on life 

As their own property, their lawful prey ; 

£fe man has meafur'd half his weary ilage. 

His luxuries have left^him no referve. 

No maiden relifhes, unbroacht delights ; 

On cold ferv'd repetitions he fubfifts. 

And in the taftelefs frefent chews the paft ; 

Difgulled chews, and fcarce can fwallow down. 

Like laviih ancellors, his earlier years 

Have dijinherited his future hours. 

Which ftarve on orts^ and gkan their former field. 
Live ever here, Lorenzo ! — (hocking thought ! 
So fhocking, they who wiih, difown it too ; ^ 
Difown from fhame, what they from folly crave* 
Live ever in the womb, nor fee the light ? 
For what live ever here ?— With laboring ftep 
. To tread our former footfteps ? Pace the round 
Eternal ? To climb life's worn, heavy wheel. 
Which draws up nothing new ? To beat, and beat 
The beaten track ? To bid each wretched day 
The former mock ? To furfeit on ihefamif 

* And yawn our jo^^s ? Qr thank a mifery 
For change, tho' fad ? To fee what we have feea ? 
Hear, till unheard, the fame old flabber'd tale ? 
To tafte the taded, and at each return 
Lefs tallcfnl ? O'er our palates to decant /^^ t^^ 

Another vintage ? Strain a flatter year, &( ^^j j? 

Thro' loaded veflels, and a laxcr tone ? ^>?< V 

Crazy machines to grind earth's wafied fruits f 

IIU 
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ni-groand, and wot fe^oncodttdJ , XiOad, notLif«f 
The ratiotiat fool k«isneU of e)&cdii ? 
Still-firasu^iog thofoogb-far^ of doll debanch ! 
Trembling etcli galp, left death fliould fnatch the bowK 

Such ofoor/ne paes is the wib refined ! 
So would they have it : Elegant defire f 
Why not invite the bellowing lialls^ and wilds ? 
But fuch examples might tbetr riot awe. 
Thro* want of virtae, that is, want of thooght, « 

<Tho' on hright thought they father all their flights) 
To what are they TedttC-d? To love, and hate. 
The fame vain world f to ccnfare, and efpoafe. 
This- painted fhrew of life, who calls them fool . 
Each moment of each day ; to flatter bad 
Thro' dread of wor(e ; to cli«g to this rude rock. 
Barren, to them, of good, and (harp with ills. 
And hourly blackened wi A impending florms. 
And infamous for wrecks of human hope 
ScarM at the gloomy gulph, that yawns beneath. 
Such arc their triumphs ? fucb their pangs of joy f 

'Tis time, high time, to fhift this difmal fcene* 
This hugg^J^ this hUeous ftate, what art can cure ? 
One only ; but that one, what all may reach ; 
Virtue— flie, wonder-working goddefs ! charm* 
That rock to bloom ; and tames the fainted fijre^ ; 
And what will more furprife, L<irenzo' ! gives 
To life's fick, naufeotrs iteration, change ; ^^^ 
And iiraitens nature^s circle to a fine. 
JBeliev'ft thou this, LoRENio? lend an ear, 
A patient ear, thoultblufh to diihelieve.* • *- 

B6 A 
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A languid, leaden, iteration reigns. 
And ever muft, o'er thofc, whofe joys are joys 
Of fight, fmell, tafte: The cackow-ieafons fing 
Tlw fame dull note to fach as nothing prize, 
But what chofe feafons, from the teeming earthy 
To doatJDg fin/e indulge. But nobler minds. 
Which relHh fruits unripen'd by the /wr. 
Make their days various ; varioas as the dyes 
On the dove's neck, which wanton in his rzys* 
On minds of xiovelike innocence poiTeft, 
On lighten d minds, that baik in virtne^s beams. 
Nothing hangs tedious, nothing ^/^ revolves 
In that, for which they long ; for wbidi they live. 
Their glorious efforts, wing'd with heav'nly hope> 
Each rifing morning fees ftill higher rife s 
Each bounteous dawn its novelty prefents 
To worth maiturjng, tawQxtngth, luftre, fame; 
While nature's circle, like a chariot- wheel 
Boiling beneath their elevated aims. 
Makes their fair profped fairer evVy hour ; 
Advancing wirtsu, in a Line to hlifs ; 
Virtue^ which Chriftian motives beft infpire ! 
And blifsi which Chriftian fchemes alone cnfure.! 
And ihall we then, for virtue's fake, commence 
Apollates ? And turn infidels for joy ? 
A truth it is, few doubt, but fewer troft, 
** He fins againft this life, who flights the next!" 
What is this life ? How few their favVite know I 
Fond in the dark, /and blind in oar embrace^ 
By pafiionately loving life, we make 
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Lor'd life anlovdy i Irnggiog Imt to death. 
We give to Tiiiie£ieniity*« regard ; 
And» dreaming, take our pafage for oar port* 
Life has no Talne as aa end, hot flMant; 
t An end deflorable I a meam dh^ne I 

When 'tis our ail, 'tis noding ; worie than nought i 
A neft of pains ; when held as nothing, mnch : 
Like fome fair hom'rifts, life is jnoft enjoy'd. 
When conrted lead ; moft worth, when dilefteeni'd $ 
I Then 'tis the feat of comfort, rich in peace ^ 

I In profped richer far ; important I awfol ! 

Not to be mentioned, bat with (hoots of praife I 
Not to be thought on, bat with tides of joy ! 
The mighty bafis of eternal biifs f 
Where now the tarrtm r$ck ? the pmiOidJbnno ^ 
Where now Lorbmzo ! life's iternmlrumdf 
Have I not made my triple promife good ? 
[ Vain ii the wocld ; bat only to the vain. 

To what compare we then this varying fceae, 
Whofe worth ambiguous rifes, and declines ? 
Waxes, and wanes ? (In all propitious, Uigbt 
Aflifts me here) compare it to the moon ; 
' Dark in herfelf^ and indigent ; bat rich 

j In Urrrind lufh'e from a higher fphere. 

\ When grofs guilt interpofes, laboring earth, 

\ O^erihadow'd, mourns, a deep eclipfe of joy % 

Her joys, at brighteft, pallid, to that font 
Of full effulgent ^ory, whence they flow. 

Nor is that glory diftant : Oh Lorenzo I 
A good man, and an angel ! thefe between 

Hoi« 
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How thin the barrier ? What divides their fate ? 

Perhaps a moment, or perhaps a year ; 

Or, if an age, it is a nom^t flill ; 

A moment, or eternity's forgot^ - 

Then be, \vhat once they were, who now are godai 

^e what Phil^dbe was,' and claim the fkies. 

Starts timid nature at the gloomy pafs } 

Tht jfbft tranfitioH call it ; and be chear'd : 

Such it is often, and why not to Thee ? 

To hope the beft, is pious, brave» and wife ; 

And may itfelf pracure, what it prcfktnBs. 

Life is much flattered, death is much traduced ; 

Compare the rivals, and the kinder crown. 

** Strange Competition T'^Tnitf Lorenzo ( firange! 

So little U/e can caft into the fcale. 

Life makes the fool dependent on the dufi ; 
DeatHf gives her >^ings to mount above the fpheres* 
Thro' chinks, ftyld organs, dim ii/e peeps at lights 
J)eQth burfts th' involving cloud, and all is d&y s 
All eye, all car, the difembody'd power. 
Death has feigned evils, nature fhall not feel ; 
Li/t, ills fubftantial, 'wifdom cannot ftun. 
Is rot the mighty mini^ that fon of heaven \ 
By tyrant /i/>dethron*d, imprifon'd, pain'd? 
^y death enlarg'd, ennobled, deify'd ? 
Veath^siX intombs the body ; life the foul. 

" Is death then guiltlefs ? How he marks his way 
*' With dreadful wafte of what dcferves to (hine ! 
*• Art, genius, fortune, elevated power ! 
^ With various lui&res tbefe light up the world, 

** Which 
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^* Which death pats oot» and darkens hnmafi race.*^. 

I grant, Lorenzo I dus indid^eot juft : 

The fage, peer, potentate, king, conqueror ! 

Death hombles thefe; mere barbVoiu Itfi, theciMr. 

Life is the triumph of our mould'ring day & 

Death, of the fpirit infinite ! divine ! 

Death has no dread, but what frail /i/e imparts i 

Nor life true joy, but what kind death improves. 

No blifs has li/e to boaft, tiQ death can give 

Far greater » Ji/e's a debtor to the grave« 

Dark lattice f letting in eternal day. 
Lorenzo ! blufh zx/ondm/s for a life^ 

Which fends celeflial fouls on errands vile. 

To cater for the fenfe ; and ferve at boards. 

Where ev'ry ran^r of the wilds, perhaps 

Each reptile, juftly claims our upper hand. 

Luxurioiu feaft ! a foul, a foul immortaJ, 

In all the dainties of a brute be;hir*d I 

Lorenzo ! bluih at terror for a deaths 

Which gives thee to repofe in feftive bowers. 

Where nedars fparkle, angels miniiler. 

And more than angels ihare, and raife, and crown. 

And eternize, the birth, bloom, burfts of blifs. 

What need I more ? O death, the palm is thine. 

f Then welcome, death ! thy dreaded harbingers. 
Age, and dijeafe ; difeafe,. tho' long my gueft ; 
That plucks my nerves, thofe tender firings of life 1 
Which, pluckt a little more, will toll the bell, 

j That calls my few friends. to xay funeral; 

j Where feeble nature drops, perhaps, a tear. 
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WhSe reafon and religipn, better taaght. 

Congratulate the dead, and crown his tomb 

With wreath triamphant. Death is viSory ; 

It binds in chams the ragiD|; ills of life : 

Luft and amhttlon^ ^wratb and amarice^ 

Dragg'd at his chariot wheel, applaii^ his power. 

That ills corrofive, cares importanate. 

Are not immortal too, O death I is thine. 

Our day of diilbladon ?•>— name it right r 

'•Tis oar g reat pay-day ; *tis our harveft, rich 

And ripe : What tho* the fickle, fpmetimes keen^. 

Juftjcars us as we reap the ^gpldjgii grain ?_ 

More than thy balm, O Gileadl heals the wound. ...^ 

Birty^ feeble cry, and deatVt deep difmal groan. 

Are {lender tributes low*taxt nature pays 

For mighty gain ; The gain of each, a lifej_ 

BotO! the lall the former (ojraaftends^. 

i^e^SS^^^^^^'^TPf^ ^^^*? bcyend the grave. 
• And feel I, dMath ! no joy from thought of thec> ' 

Veatht the great counfellor, who man infpirea 

With ev'ry nobler thought, and fairer deed! 

Deaths the deliverer, who refcues man ! 

Deaths the rewardcr, who the refcu'd crowns F 

Deaths that abfolves my birth ; a curfe without it t 

Rich deathf that realizes all my cares. 

Toils', virtues, hopes ; without it a chimera ! 

Deaths of all pain the period, not of joy ; 

Xoy" % Jowrciy SLtid/uhJe^f ftill fubfift unhurt ; 

One, in my (bul ; and one, in her great Sire ; 

Tho' the four winds were warring for my duft. 
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Yes, asd from winds, and waTct » and central night, 
Tho* prifon d diere, my doft too I reclaim, 
(To doll when drcfp proud nature's prondeft fpheresj 
And live intin. Death is the crown of life : 
Were death deny'd, poor man wonld live in vain j 
Were deaih deny*d, to live would not be life ; 
Were death deny*d, ev*n fools would wifli to die. 
Death wounds to cure : we fall 1 we rife ;. we re i gn! 
Spring fi-om our fetters ; faften in the fides 1 
Where blooming E^ withers in our fight : 
Death gives os more than was in Eden loft. 
This kinfc of terrors is the prince of peace. , 
When (hall I die to vanity, pain, death } 
When Audi I JU f— When ihaU I live for em> 
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A Much indebted mufe, O Yo r r b ! intrudes. 
Amid the fmiles of fortune, and of youth. 
Thine ear is patient of a ferious fong. 
How deep implanted in the breaft of man 
The dread of death } I iisg its fov reign cure. 

Why dart at death ? Where is he ? Death arriv'd, 
Ts paft ; no,t come, or gone, he's never here. 
Ere Ufit finfatim fails ; black- boding man 
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Recei'ues, n^fufftn^ death's tremendous blow. 

The knell, the fhrond, the mattock, and the grave ; 

The deep damp vault, the darkaeTs, and the worm ; 

Thefs arts the bugbears of a winter s eve. 

The terrors of the livings not the dead, 

Imapnatun\ fboU ABd irror% wreuh, 

Man makes a death, which nature never* made ; 

Then on the point of his own fancy falls ; 

And feels a thoufand deaths, in fearing one. 
But were death frightful, what has agt to fear f 

If prudent, age (hould meet the friendly foe. 
And flielter in his hofjntable j^oom. 

I fcarce can meet a monument, but holds 
My younger J cv'ry dates cries — •• Come away." 
And what recalls me ? Look the world around. 
And tell me what : The wifeft cannot tell. 
Should any born of woman give his thought 
Full range, on jaft iiflikei unbounded field ; 
Of things, the vanity ; of men, the flaws ; 
Flaws in the hefi ; the many, flaw all o'er j 
As leopards t fpotted, or, as EtbhpSt dark ; 
Vivacious ill ; good dying immature ; 
(How immature, Narcissa*s marble tdls) 
And at its death bequeathing endlefs pain ; 
His heart, tho* bold, would ficken at the fight. 
And fpend itfetf in fighs, for future kznt%. 
But grant to life (and jufl it is to grant 
To 4nciy life) fomc pcrquifites of joy ; 
A time there is, when, like a thrice-told tale. 
Long-rifled Kfc of fwcct can yield no more. 

But 
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Bat from our comment on the comedy, 
?\ea£ing refit fffofts on parts welUfuftamM* 
Or purpose emendations where we /ail'd. 
Or hopes of plaudits from owr candid Judge, 
When, on their exit, fouls are bid unrabe^ 
Tofs fortune back her ttnfcl, and her plume. 
And drop this mafic of ^eih behind the fcene. 

With me, that time » come ; my world is dead ; 
A new world rifes, and new manners reign : 
Foreign comedians, a fpruce hand f arrire. 
To pufh me from. the fcene, or hifs me there. 
What a pert race Harts up f the ftrangers gaze. 
And I at them ; my neighbour is unknown ; 
Nor that the worA : Ah me \ the dire effeft 
Of loitering here, of death defrauded long; 
Of old fo gracious (and let that fuffice). 
My very mafter knows me not— — 

Shall I dare fay, peculiar i^ the fate ? 
Tve been fo long remembered, Tm forgot. 
An objedl ever prtffing dims the iight. 
And hides behind its tyrdor to be feen. 
When in his courtiers ears I pour my plakit,, 
They drink it as the neftar of the great ; 
And fqueeze my hrand, and beg me con>e to-morrow ? 
Refufal! canftthou wear a fmoother form ? 

Indulge me, nor conceive I drop my theme *. 
Who cheapens, life, abates the Fear of Death : 
Twice told the period fpcnt on ftabborn Troj,* 
Court favour, yet untaken, I befiege ; 
Ambition's ffl judg'd efibrt to be rich. 

Alas! 
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Alas ! ambition makes my little lefs ; 

Eknbitt'riikg the poflers*d : Why wiih for more f 

Wijbingi of all employments, 4s the worft i 

Philofophy's reverfe; and health^s decay I 

Were I as plump as ftall'd theology, 

Wijhing would wafte me to this (hade again. 

Were I as wealthy as a Soutb-Sea dream» 

Wifiing is an expedient to be poor. 

Wijhing^ that conftant beSic of a fool ; 

Caught at a court ; purg'd off by purer air. 

And fimpler diet ; gifts of rural life I 

Bled be that hand divine, which gently laid 

My heart at reft, beneath this humble fhed. 

The world*s a ilately bark, oo dangVous feas, . 

With pleafure feen, but boarded at our peril ; 

Heru on a fmgle plank, throw? fafe aihore, 

I hear the tumult of the dillant throng. 

As that of Teas remote, or dying dorms : 

And meditate on fcenes, more filent (UU ; 

Purfue my theme, and fight the Tear ofDiatb. 

Hertt like a fhepherd gazing from his hut. 

Touching his reed, or leaning on his flaff. 

Eager ambitiott^ dtry chace I fee ; 

I fee the circling hunt, of noify men, 

Burft law's indofure, leap the mounds of right, 

Purfuing, and purfu*d, each other's prey ; 

As wolves, for rapine; as the fox, for wiles; 

Till DeatK that mighty hunter, earths them all. 
/ Why all this toil for triumphs of an hour ? 
. What tho* we wade in wealth, or foar in fame ? 

4 • Earth'! 
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' Earth's higheft ftation ends in, •* Here he Kcs : " 
And " dull to _ ^duft '' concludes her ro'jlcll fong. 
If this fong lives» poftcrity (ball know 
One, tho* in Britain born, with courtiers bred» 
Who thought ev'n gold might come a day too late; 
Nor on his fubtle death-bed planned his fcheme 
For future vacancies in church or (late ; 
Some avocation deeming it- ■ to die; 
CJnbit by rage canine of 4y^ng rich ; 

(Guilt's blunder I and tlie louded laugh of helL 
O my coeVals ! remnants of yourfelves ! 
Poor human ruins, tottVing o'er the grave ! 
Shall we, (hall aged men, like aged trees. 
Strike deeper their vile root, and clofer cling, 
Still more enamour'd of this wretched foil ? 
Shall our pale, wither'd hands, be dill (Iretch'd out^ 
Trembling, at once, with eagernefs and age ? 

' With av'ricc, and convullions, grafping hard ? 
Grafping at air ! for what has earth be.Qde ? 

\ Man wants but little ; nor that little, long ; 
How foon muft he refign his very dull. 
Which frugal nature lent him for an hour ! 
Years unexperienced rufh on num'rous ills ; 
And fooa as man, expert from time, has found 

. The key of life, it opes the gates of death. 

\ When in this vale of years 1 backward look, 

I And mifs fuch numbers, numbers tooof fuch, 

- Firmer in health, and greener in their age. 
And ffa-idlcr on their guard, and (itter far 
To play life's fubtle game, I fcarce believe 
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* I flill furvivc: And am 1 fond of life, 
Who fcarce can think it poiT:bIe, I live ? 
Alive by miracle I or, what is next. 
Alive hy Mead ! if I am flill alive, 

I Who long have bury'd what gives life to live, 
Firmnefs of nerve, and energy of thought. 

: Life's lee is not more Jhallo*w, than impure, 
And vapid; Senfe and Reafon fhew the door, 

, Call for my bier, and point me to the duft. 
O thou great arbiter of life and death ( 
Nature's immortal, immaterial fun ! 
Whofe all -prolific beam lace call'd me forth , 

From darknefs, teeming darknefs, where I la/ 
The worm's inferior, and, in rank, beneath 
The dufl I tread on, high to bear my brow. 
To drink the fpirit of the golden-day, 
And triumph in exiilence ; and could know 
No motive, but xny blifs ; and hafl ordain'd 
A rife in blefling ! with the ?atriach\ joy. 
Thy call I follow to the land unknonx:n ; 
I trufl in thee, and know in whom I trufl ; 
Or life, or death, is equal ; neither weighs : 
All weight in this — O let me live to thee ! 

Tho' Nature's terrors, thus, may be reprefl ; 
Still frowns grim Death j guilt points the tyrant's fpear. 
' And whence all human guilt ? From death forgot. 
Ah me ! too long I fet at nought the fwarm 
Of friendly warnings, which around roc flew 5 
And fmiPd, unfmitten : Small my caafe to fmile f 
Deaib'% admooitionsy like ihafts upwards ihot. 

More 
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More dreadful by delay, the longer ere 

They ftrike our hearts, the deeper is their wo and j 

O think how deep, Lorenzo ! here it (lings : 

Who can appeafe its anguifti ? How it burns f 

What hand the barb'd, invenom'd, thought can draw ? 

What healing hand can pour the balm of peace ? 

And turn my fight undaunted on the tomb ? 

With joy,— with grief, ^ that healing hand I fee ; 
Ahf too'confpicuous ! it is fix*d on high. 
On high? — What means my phreni^ ? I blafphemci 
Alas ! how htu ? how far beneath the (kies ? 
The fkiesjt form'd ; and now it bleeds for «r^— 
But bleeds the balm I want — yet flill it hleeds ; 
Draw the dire ftecl— ah no ! the dreadful blefiing 
What heart or can fuftain, or dares forego ? 
There hangs all human hope; that nail fupports 
The falling univer fe ; That gone, we drop i . 
Horror receives us, and the difmal wifli 
Creation had been fmotherM in her birth—* 
Darknefs his curtain, and his bed the dull ; 
When flars and fun are daft beneath his throne I 
In heaVn itfclf can fuch indulgence dwell ? 
O what a groan was there ! A groan not His* 
He feiz'd Our dreadful right 5 the load foftain'd ; 
And heav'd the mountain from a guilty world. 
A thoufand worWs, fo bought, were bought too dear ; 
Senfations netx) in angels bofoms rife ; 
Sufpend their fong ; and make a paufe in blifs. 
O for their fong j to reach my lofty theme ! 
Infpirc mc; I^igbt ! with all thy tuneful fpheres ; 
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Wbilft I with feraphs fhare feraphic thetnes. 

And (hew to men the dignity of man ; 

Left I blafphcme my fubjcdl with my fong. 

Shall pagan pages glow celeflial flame. 

And chrifiian languifh ? On our hearts, not heads. 

Falls the foul infamy : My heart f awake. 

What can awake thee, unawak'd by thii^ 

*' Expended deity on human weal ? *' 

Feel the great truths^ which burft the tenfold night 

Of heathen error, with a golden flood 

Of endlefs day : To feci, is to be fir'd ; 

And to believe, Lorenzo ! is to feel. 

Thou moft indulgent, mod tremendous PowV ! 
Still more tremendous, for thy wond'rous loTe ! 
That arms, with awe more aweful, thy comniands ; 
And foul tranfgreifion dips in fev'nfold night; 
How our hearts tremble at thy love immenfe I 
In love immenfe, inviolably juft ! 
Thou, rather than ^y juftice (hould be ftain'd. 
Did ft (lain the Crofs ; and, work of wonders far 
The greateft, that thy deareft far might bleed. 

Bold thought ! fhall I dare fpeak it, or repreis ? 
Should man more execrate^ or boaft^ the gatit 
Which rous'd fuch vengearfce ? which fuch love rnflamM ? 
O'er guilt (how mountainous !) with outAretcht arms. 
Stern juflice^ and foft-fmiling lc<ve^ embrace. 
Supporting, in full majefty, thy throne. 
When feem d its majefty to need fupport. 
Or that^ or man^ inevitably loft : 
What, but the fathomlcfi of thought divine. 

Could 
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Coald labour fuch expedient from defpair. 
And refcae both ? Both refcae \ both exalt f 
O how are both exalted by the deed! 
The wondVous deed ! or (hall I call it mart ? 
A wonder in Omnipotence itfelf ! 
A myftery no lefs to gods than men f 

Not, thus, our infidels th* Eternal drawj 
A God all-o'er, confummate, abfolute, 
FuU-orb'd, in his whole round of rays complete : 
Tiv^ fet at odds heavVs jarring attributes ; 
And, with one excellence^ another wound ; 
Maim heav n's perfeAion, break its equal beams. 
Bid mercy trinmph over — God himfelf, 
Undeif/M by their opprobrious praife : 
A God a// mercy, is. a God unjaft*. 

Ye brainlefs wits ! ye baptiz'd infidels f 
Ye worfe for mending I wafh'd to fouler flains f 
The ranfom was paid down ; the fund of hear n, 
HearVs inexhauftible, exhaufled fund. 
Amazing, and amaz'd, pour*d forth the price, 
AH price beyond : Tho' curious to compute, 
Archangels fail'd to caft the mighty fum : 
Its value vslH ungrafpt by minds create. 
For ever hides, and glows, in the Supreme: 

And was the ranfom paid ? It was : And paid 
(What can exalt the bounty more ?) foTyou. 
The fun beheld it — No, the fhocking fcene 
Drove back his chariot : MUnight veil'd his face ; 
\ Not fuch as this ; not fuch as nature makes ; 
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A midnight natare fhudder'd to behold ; 
^ J A midnight new \ a dread cclipfe (without 
• \ OppofingTpheresJ from her Creator's frown ! ^ 

Sun ! didft thou fly thy Maker's pais ? Or flart 
At that enorixiDus load of human guilt. 
Which bow'd his bleiTed head ; overwhelmed his crofs ; 
Made groan the centre ; buril earth's marble womb^ 
With pangs, flrange pangs ! delivcr'd of her dead ? 
Hell howl'd ; and heav'n that hour let fall a tear; 
Heav'n wept, th at men might fmile I Heav'n bled, thataiaa 

Might never die \ ^ " "^ " 

/ A'ri^Ts devotion virtue ? Tis cmftlVd: 
i What heart of {lone but glows at thoughts lik^ thfifi? ? 
. Such contemplations mount us ; and (hpuld moDnC 
The mind ftill higher ; nor ever glance on man^ 
Unraptur'd, uninilamM.-— Where roll my thoughti 
To refl from wonders ? Other wonders rife 1 
And flrike wherc-e'er they roll : my foul is caught : 
Heav'n's fovereign blcffings, cluft'ring from the Crohj^ 
Ku(h on her, in a throng, and dofe her rounds 
The pris'ner of amaze ! — In his blcft li/e^ ^^ 
I fee the path^ and, in his '3eaih^ the frice^ 
And in his great afctnt^ the /rio/'fupreme 
Of immortality.— And did he rife ? 
Hear, O ye nations ! hear it, O ye dead ! 
He rofe I He rofe ! He burft the bars of deatlu 
Lift up your heads, ye everlafling gates ! 
And give the King of glory to come in. 
Who is the King of glory ? He who left 
His throne of glory, for the pang of death : 

Lift 
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Lift up your heads, ye ei'erlading gates ! 
And give the King of gtory to come in. 
Who is the King of glory ? He who flew 
The rav'nous foe, that gorg'd all' human race ! 
The King of glory, He, whoOe glory fiird 
Heav'n with amazement at Mi love to man ; 
And with divine complacendy beheld 
PoTtMn mod illumined, wilder*d in the theme. 

The theine, the joy, how then fliall man fuftain ? 
Oh the burft gates ! cr^fh'd fting \ demolilh'd throne ! . 
Lall gafp ! of vanquiftiM death. Shout earth and heav'n ! 
Thlsytf« of gwdto man. Whtft nature, then, 
Took wing, and mounted with him from the tomb ? 
Then, then, I rofe ; then firil bumanify 
Triaxnphant paft the cr) ftal p^rts of h'ght, 
(Stupendoas gaeft ! ) and feiz'd eternal youth» 
Seiz'd in ntr name. £*er fince, *tis blafphemous 
To call man mortal. Man's mortality 
Was, then, transferr*d to death ; and heaven's duration 
TJnalienably feal'd to this frail ^ frame. 
This child of duft — Man,, all immortal I hail ; 
Hail, heav*n ! all lavifh of flrange gifts to man ! 
Thine all the glory ; man^s the boundlefs blifs. 

Where am I rapt by this triumphant theme. 
On chriftian joy's exulting wing, above 
Th* Jonian mount ! — Alas-! fmall caufe for joy ! 
What if to pain immortal ? If extent 
Of being* to preclude a clofe of woe ? 
Where, then, my boaft of immortality ? 
I boaft it ftill, tho' cover'd o'er with guilt ; 
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For guilty not innocence, his life he pour'd % 

'Tis guilt alone can juflify his death; 

Nor that, unleis his death can juilify 

Kelenting guilt in heav'n's indulgent fight. 

If, ftck of folly, I relent i he writes 

My name in heav'n, with that inverted fpear 

(A fpear deep-dipt in blood ! } which pierc'd his fide, 

And opened there a font for all mankind. 

Who ftrive, who combat crimes, to drink, and live : 

This, only tbist fubdues x\it fear of death, 
f And what is this ? — Survey the wond'rous cure : 
\ And at each (lep, let higher wonder rife ] 
y« Pardon for infinite offence ! and pardon 

•* Thro* means that fpcak its value infinite f 

<' A pardon bought with blood f with blood divine ! 

•* With blood divine of Him, I made my foef 

•• Perfiftcd to provoke I tho' woo*d, and aw'd, 

<' Blell, and chaftis'd, a flagrant rebel fiill ? 

** A rebel, 'midfl the thunders of his throne ! 

*• Nor I alone I a rebel iiniverfe ! 

«' My fpecies ap in arms I not one exempt ! 

** Yet for the fouleft of the foul, he dies, 

** Mod joy*dy for the redeemed from deeped guilt ! 

<' As if our race were held of higheft rank ; 

t,'< And Godhead dearer, as more. kind to man ! " 
^Ound > cv'ry heart! and, ev jy bofom, burnj_ 

O what a fcale of miracles is here ! 

Its lowed round, high planted on the ikies ; 

Its tow'ring fummit loft beyond the thought 

Of man or an^el ! Oh that I could climb 

The 
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The wonderful afcent, with equal praife ! 
/^ 4^ / flow for ever, (if aftonifhrneat 
Will give thee leave) xny praife ! for ever flow ; 
Praife ardent, cordial, conftaYit, to high heaven. 
More flagrant, than Jrabia facrific'd, 
And all her fpicy mountains in a flame. 

So dear, fo due to heav*n, fhall ftraife defcend, , 
"With her foft plume (from flaufi've angels wing 
Firft pluck'd by man) to tickle mortal ears, 
Thus diving in the pockets of the great ? 
li fraife the perquifite of evVy paw, 
Tho' black as hell, that grapples well for gold ? 
Oh love of gold ! thou meaneft of amours ! 
Shall /r«//i; her odours waile on Virtue's dead. 
Embalm the bafe, perfume the ftench of guilt. 
Earn dirty bread by waihing JSt^hps fair. 
Removing filth, or finking it from fight, 
A fcavenger in fctnes^ where i^acant pofts. 
Like gibbets yet untenanted, exped 
Their future ornaments ? From courts and thrones. 
Return, apoflate praift ! thoa vagabond ! 
Thou proftitute ! to thy firft love return. 
Thy firft, thy greateft, once unrivard theme. 

There flow redundant ; like Meander Row, 
Back to thy fountain j to that Parent Pow'r, 
Who gives the tongue to found, the thought to foar. 
The foul to be. Men homage pay to men, 
Thoughtlefs beneath whofe dreadful eye they bow 
In mutual awe profound, of clay to clay, 
Of guilt to guilt i and turn their backs on thee, 
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Great Sire ! whom thrones cdeftial ceafdeG fing ; 
To proftrate angels, an amazing fcenc I v :^ *i 

O the pre&mption of man's awe for man \-^ '' 

Man's Anther I End I Reftorer ! Law I and Judge f 
Thine, all ; day thine, and thine this gloom o^ night, 
With all her wealth, with all her radiant worlds: 

What, night eternal, but a frown from thee ? 

What, heav'n's meridian glory, but thy fmile ? > 

And ihall not prai/e be thine, not human praife I 

While heav'n's high hoft on hallelujahs live ? 
P may I breathe no longer, than I breathe __ 

My foul in p raHe to Him, who g ave my foal. 

And all her infinite of profpe£l fair. 

Cat thro' the fhades of hell, gre4tt Lo've ! by thee. 

Oh moil Adorable I moft Unador'd I 

Where (hall that praife begin which ne'er ihould end ? 

Where'er I turn, what claim on all applaufe ! 

How is nighfz fable mantle laboured o'er^ 

How richly wrought with attributes divine ! 

What njuifdom ihines I what l(n)e I This midnight pomp» 

This gorgeous arch, with golden worlds inlay 'd I 
^ Built with divine ambition ! nought to thee ; 

For others this profuiioii : Thou, apart. 

Above ! beyond ! Oh tell me, mighty Mind ! 

Where art thou ? Shall I dive into the deep ? 

Call to the fun^ or afk the roaring iv/Wj, 

Itor their Creator 7 Shall I queftion loud 

The thunder^ if in that th'Almighty dwells ? 
Or holds ilE furious/^r/v/ in ilreighten*d reins. 
And bids fierce 'whirl'winds wheel his rapid car h 

What 
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What mean ihefc queftions ? — ^Trembling I rctraft ; 

My proflrate (bul adores tbe freftnt God : 

Praife I a diftant deity ? He tones 

My voice (if tun'd) 5 the nerve, that wrj^cs, fudains : 

Wrap*d in his being, I refound his praife : 

Btu tho* paft all difFusM, without a fhore. 

His e/Tence ; local is his throne (as meet). 

To gather the difperft (as (landards call 

The lifted from afar) : to fix a point, 

A central point, colledive of his fons. 

Since /m7« ts^xy nature but his own. 

The namelcfs //ir, whofe nod is natures birth ; 

And natures fhield, the fhadow of his hand ; 

Her dilTolution, his fufpended fmile f 

The great Firft-Laft ! paviiion'd high he fits ' 

In darknefs from exceffive fplendor born, 

By gods unfeen, unlefs thro* luftre lolh 

His glory, to created glory, bright, 

As that to central horrors ; he looks down 

On all that foars ; and fpans immenfity. 
Tho' night unnumbered worlds unfolds to view, . 

Boundlefs creation ! what art thou ? A beam, 

A mere effluvium of his m^jefty : 

And (hall an atom of this atom-world ^ 

Mutter in duft and fin, the theme of heav'n ? 

Down to the centre fhould I fend my thought 

Thro' beds of glittering ore, and glowing gems. 

Their beggared blaze wants luftre for my lay ; 

Goes oat in darknefs : if, on tow'ring wing, 

I fend it thro* the boundlefs vault of liars f 
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The ftars, tho' rich, what drofs their go'd to thee. 

Great ! good ! wife f wonderful ! eternal King ! 

If to thole ionfcious fian thy throne around, 

Praife ever pouring, and imbibing blifs ; 

And aflc their drain ; they want it, more they want, 

Poor their abundance, humble their fublime, 

Languid their energy, their ardor cold, 

JrdL-bted flill, their highcft rapture burns; 

Short of its mark, defective, tho* divine. 

Still more — This theme is man'^, and man's alone ; 

Their vaft appointments reach it not : They fee 
On earth a bounty not indulg'd on high ; 
And donumuari look for heavVs fuperior praife \ 
Firft born of Ether ! high in fields of light I 
View man, to fee the glory of your God I" 
Gould angels envy, they had envyM here ; 
And fomc did envy ; and the reft, tho' gods, 
Yet ftill gods unredeernd (there triumphs man, 
Tempted to weigh the dull againfl the fkies) 
They lefs would /^W, tho* more adorn, my theme. . 
They (ang Creation (for in that they fhar'd) ; 
HowVofe in melody, that child of love ! 
Creations great fuperior, man ! is thine ; , 
Thine is redimption ; they juft gave the key : 
'Tis thine to raife, and eternize, the fong ; 
Tho* human, yet divine ; for (liould not this 
Raife man o'er man, and kindle feraphs htre ? 
Redemption / 'twas creation more fublime ; 
Redemption ! 'twas the labour of the ikies i 
far more than labour—Ic was death in heav'n. ^ 
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A truth fo ftrangcj 'jwerc bold tQ think it true j 
If not far bolder Aill, to difbelievc. 

^^r^^aufe, and ponder : Was there death in heav'n ? 
What then on earth ? On earth, which flruck the blow ? 
Who flruck it ? Who ?-rO how is man enlarged, 
Seen thro' this medium ! How the pygmy towVs ! 
How counterpois'd his origin from dull 1 
How counterpois'd, to duU his fad return i 
How vo*ded his vaft dillance from the ikies I 
How near he prefles on the feraph's wing ! 
Which is the feraph ? Which the born of clay ? 
How this demonflrates, thro* the thickeft cloud 
Of guilt, and clay condenft, the Ton of heav'n ! 
The double Ton ; the made, and the re-made ! 
And (hall heav'n's double property be loft I 
Man's double madnefs only can deftroy. 
To man the bleeding crofs has promis'd all -^ 
The bleeding crofs has fworn eternal grace ; 

Who gave his life, what grace (hall He deny ? 
O ye ! who, from this Rock of ages, leap, 

Apoftates, plunging headlong in the deep ! 

What cordial joy, what confolation ftrong» 

Whatever winds arifc, or billows roll. 

Our int'reft' in the Maftcr of the (lorm ! 

Clin^X^^r^jjind in wreck d nature's ruins fmile ; 

While vile apoftates tremble in a calm. 

Man ! know thyfelf. - All wifdom centres there : 

To none man feems ignoble, but to man ; 

Angels that grandeur, men o'erlook, admire: 

How long (hall human nature be their book, 
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DcgcnVatc mortal ! and unread by Thee ? 
The beam dim nafon ihcds (hews wonders There \ 
What high contents I lUuftrious faculties ! 
But the grand comment^ which difplays at full 
Our human height, fcarce fever'd from divine,.. 
By heav'n composed, wa^ pnblifh'd on the Crofs. 

Who looks on That, and fees not in himfclf 
An awful flranger, a terreftrial god ? 
A glorious partner with the Deity 
In that high attribute, immortal life ? 
If a Go d bleeds, he bleeds not for a worm : 
I gaze, and, as I gaze, my mounting foul 
Catches ftrange fire. Eternity ! at Thee j 
And drops the world— or rather, niore enjoys : 
How chang'd the face of nature ! how imprpv'd ! - . 
What fecin^d a chaos, (hines a glorious worlds . 
Or, what a world, an Eden ; heightened all ! 
It is another fcene ! another felf ! 
And ftill another, as time rolls along ; 
And that 2i/elffKx more illuftrious ftill. 
Beyond long ages, yet roll'd up in (hades 
Unpierc'd by bold conjedure's keeneft ray. 
What evolutions of fnrprifing fate ! 
How nature opens, and receives my foul 
In boundkfs walks of raptur'd thought ! where gods 
Encounter and embrace me ! What new births 
Of ftrange adventure, foreign to the fun. 
Where what now charms, perhaps, whate'er exifts. 
Old timef and fair creation^ are forgot ! 

Is this extravagant t Of man we form 

Extra- 
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Extravagant conception, to be juft : 
Conception unconiin'd v^ants wings to reach him : 
Beyond its reach, the Godhead only, more. 
He, the great Father ! kindled at one flame 
The world of racionals ; one fpirit pour'd 
From fpirit's awefui foaatain ; poar'd Himfelf 
Thro' all their fouls 3 but not in equal flream, 
Profufe, or frugal, of th' infpiring God, 
As his wife plan demanded ; aad when paft 
Their various trials, in their vartooi Spheres, 
If they continue rational, as. made, 
Reforbs them all into Himfelf again ; 
His throne their centre, and his fmile their crowa. 
Why doubt wc, then, the glorious truth to fing, 
Tho' yet unfung, as deem'd, perhaps, too bold \ 
Angels are men of a faperier kind ; 
Angels are men in lighter habit clad. 
High o'er celeftial nK>untaiB9 wing'd in flight ; 
^nd men are angels, loaded for an hour. 
Who wade this miry vale, and climb with pain^ 
And flipp'ry ftep, the bottom of the fteep. 
Angels their failings, mortals have their praife ; 
While Htre^ of corps ethereal, fuch enroH'd, 
And fummon'd to the glorious Standard foon. 
Which flames eternal crimfon thro' the ikies. 
Nor are our brotbtrs thoughtlefs of their kin. 
Yet abfent ; but not abfent from their love. 
Michael has fought our battles; Raphael fung 
Our triumphs; Gabriel on out errands flown. 
Sent by the SOV'REIQN : And are thefe, O man \ 
5 Thy 
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Th^nends, th; warm allies ? And Thou (fhame bora 
The cheek to cinder ! ) rival to the brute ? 
/ Religicns All. Defc ending from the (kies 
; To wretched man, the goddcfs in her left 
^ Holds out this world, and, in her right, the next ; 
; Religion I the lole voucher man is man j ~ - ■ -» 
, Supporter fole of man above himfelf ; 
Fv'n in this night df frailty, change, and death, 
She gives the'foul a foul that ads a god. 
Religion ! Providence I an After date ! 
Here is firm footings >^^r^ jsjolid rock ! 
^his can fupport us ; all is fea befidcs ; 
^inks under us ; bedorms, and tlien devours. 
His hand the good man fallens on the &ies. 
And bids earth roll, nor feels her idle whirl.. 

As when a wretch, from thick, polluted air, 
Darknefs, and llencji, and fufFocating dampi,' 
And dungeon-horrors, by kind fate, difchargM, 
Climbs fome fair eminence, where Ether pure 
Surrounds him, and Elyfian profpefts rife. 
His heart exults, his fpirits caft their load ; 
As if new-born, he triumphs in the change ; 
So joys the foul, when from inglorious aims. 
And fordid fweets, from feculence and froth 
Of ties terreftrial, fet at large, ihe mounts 
To Keafon\ region, her own element. 
Breathes hopes immortal, and afFedls the ikies* 

Relijpon! thou the foul of happinefs ; 
And, groaning Calvary^ of thee f There fliinc 
The nobleft truths i tkn ftrongeft motives fting ; 

There 
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There facred violence aiTauIts the foul j 
There, nothing but compulfion is forborn. 
Can love allu r e us ? orscan terror awe ? 
lie weeps I— ^t he fa lling drop pots out the fun 1 ^ * 
He fighs — the figh earth's deep foundation (hakes* 
j^ iii his love, fo terrible, what then_ 
Kis wrath inflam'd ? his tendernefs on fire ? 
Like foft, fmooih oil, outblazing other ikxt% ? 
Can pray V, can praiie avert it ? — ^Thou, my All! 
My theme? m y infpiration ! and my crown F 
My ft rength in age I my rife in low eflate 1 
My fouFs ambition, pleafure,' wealth !— my word I 
My light in darknefs I and my 'life in death ! 
My boaft thro' time! bHfs thro'.ctfirnity I 
Eternity, too ihort to fpeak thy^praife ! 
Or fathom thy profound of love to man ! 
To man of men. the meaneft, ev*n to me; 
My facrificc ! my God ! — what things arc thefc ! 

What then art THOU? by what name (hall I call Thee? 
Knew I the name devout archangels ufe, 
Devout archangels fhould the name enjoy» 
By me unrival'd ; thocfands more fublime. 
None half fo dear, as that, which, iho* unfpoke 
Still glows at heart : O how omnipotence 
Js loft in love ! Thou great PHILANTHROPIST 1 
Father of angels ! but the friend of man ! 
Like Jacob, fondeft of the younger born ! 
Thou, who didft fave him, fnatch the fmoking brand 
From out the flames, and quench it in thy blood 1 
How art thou pleas'd, by bounty to drftrefs ! 

To 
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To make as groan beneath our gratitude, 
Too big for birtb ! to favour, and confound } 
To challenge, and to diftance ^11 return ! 
Of ]avi(h love (lupendous heights to foar, 
And leave praife panting in the diftant vale ! 
Thy right too great, defrauds thee of thy due 5 
And facrilcgious our fublimefl fong. 
But fince the naked tut// obtains thy fmile. 
Beneath this monument of praife unpaid. 
And future life fymphonious to my firain, 
(That nobleft hymn to heav*n I ) for ever lie 
Intomb'd toy fear of deat/s ! and cv'ry fear, 
The dread of tv'xy evil, but Thy frown. 

Whom fee I yonder, fo demurely fmilc ? 
Laughter a labour, and might break their relL 
Ye quietifls, in homage to the fkies ! 
Serene I of foft addrefs i .who mildly make 
An unobtruiive tender of your hearts. 
Abhorring violence ! who halt indeed ; 
But, for the bleffing, njortfiU not with heaven ! 
Think you my fong too turbulent ? too warm ? 
Are pafftofih then, the pagans of the foul ? 
Reafon alone baptized ? alone ordaiiid 
To touch things facred ? Oh for warmer (till ! 
Guilt chills my zeal, and age benumbs my powVs ; 
Qh for an humbler heart, and prouder fon^X. 
•/THOU, my mucirTnju?d theme I with that foft eye. 
Which melted o*er doom'd Sa/em^ deign to look . 
CompaiHon to the coldnefs of my bread ; 
And pardon to the winter in my drain. 

Oh 
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JOh ye cold hearted, frozen', formalifh ! 
Ori fuch a th e me , 'tis ini^ious to be calm ; 
Paflion is reafoa, tra nfiport temper, here. 
Shall heav'n, which gave us ardor, and has (hewn 
Her own for man fo ftrongly, not difdain 
What fmooth emollients in theology, 
Recumbent virtue's downy do^lors preach. 
That profe of piety, a lukewarm praifc ? 
Rife odours fwcet from incenfe umnfiarn^dt 
Devotion , when lukewarm, is undev out j 
But when it glows, its heat is ftruck to heaven ; 
To human hcurts \^x golden harps are ftr«ing ; 
High heav'n's orch^u chaunis amn to man. 

Hear I, or dream I hear, their diilnnt flrain, 
Sweet to the foul, and tafting ftrong of heav*tt» 
Soft- wafted «» coleAial fiif^ plume,* 
Thro* the vaft^ffu^QS of the unsverfe, 
To chear me in this melancholy gloom ? 
Oh when will diuih (now ftinglefs), like a fr]end« 

Admit me of their choir ? Oh when will deaihf 
This n)oaldVing, old, partition-wall throw down ? 

Give beings, one in nature, one abode ? 

Oh death divine ! that giv*ft ns lo the flcies ! 

Great future ! glorious patron of the faftf 

And frft9it ! wkeA (hall I thy fhrine adore f 

From nature^s continent^ immenfely wide, 

Immenfely bleft, this little ifle 0/ Ufe^ 

This dark, incarcerating colony ^ 

Divides us. Happy day ! that breaks our chain ; 

That manumits ; that calls from exile home ; 

That 
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That leads to natare's great metropolis^ 
And re-admits us, thro* \^t guardian hand 
Of elder brothers, to our Fathers throne j 
Who hears our Advocate, and, thro' his wounds . 
Beholding man, allows that tender name. « 
*Tis this makes Chriftian triumph a command : 
'Tis this makes joy a duty to the wife ; 
*Tis impious, in a good man to be fad. 

See thou, Lorenzo f where hangs all our hope ? 
T ouched bj^ the Crtf/}, we live j or, more than die ; 
That touch which touchM not a ngels ; more diviRsT 
Than that, which touched confuiion into form» 
And darknefs into glory ; partial touch ! 
Ineffably pre-eminent regard I 
Sacred to. nian, and fovVetgn thro* the whole 
Long golden chain of miracles, which hangs 
From heaT*n thro' all duration, and fupport» 
In one illuftrious, and amazing plan, 
Thy welfare, nature I and thy God*s renown 1 
ffhit touchy with charm celeftial, heals the foul 
DifeasM, drives pain from guilt, lights life in death, 
Turns earth to heav'h, to h eavV v thrones tra nsforms ' 
The ghaftly ruins of the mould'ring tomb. ,_. ^' ^ 

Doll aik me when ? When H E who dyM returns ; 
Returns, how changed I Where then the man of woe I 
In glory's terrors all the godhead boms ; 
And all his courts, exhaufted by the tide 
Of deities triumphant in his train. 
Leave a flupendoos folitude in heaven ; 
Replenifht foon^ replenifht with increase 

Of 
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Of pomp, and multitude ; a radiant band 
Of angels new ; of angels from the tomb. 

Is this by fancy thrown remote ? and rife 
Dark doubts between the promife, and event ? 
I (en? thee not to volumes for thy cure ; 
Read Nature ; na ture is a friend to truth ; 
Nature is Chriftian \ preaches to marjkind ; 
An? bids dead matter aid us in our creed. 
Haft thou ne'er feen the comet's flaming flight ? 
Th* illuilrious Granger pafling, terror fheds 
On gazing nations, from his fiery train 
Of length enormous, takes his ample round 
Thro' depths of Ether ; coafts unnumbered worlds. 
Of more than folar glory ; doubles wide 
HeavVs mighty cape j and then revifits earth. 
From the long travel of a thoufand years. 
Thus, at the de(lin*d period, fhall return 
H £, once on earth, who bids the comet blaze : 
And, with Him, all our triumph o'er the tomb. 

'Naiun is dumb on this^inportant point \ 
Or hope precarious in low whifper breathes ; 
Faith fpeaks aloud, diftind ; ev'n adden hear ; 
But turn, and dart into the dark again. 
Faith builds a bridge acrofs the gulph of death. 
To break the (hock blind nature cannot (hun. 
And lands thought fmoothly on the farther (hore. 
Death's terror is the mountain faith removes ; 
That fiiountain barrier between man and peaco. 
*Tis faith difarms deftrudiion ; and abfolves 
Prom evVy clam'roos charge, the guiltlefs tomb. 
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Why difbcliere ? LqitEN70 I—-** Rea/enbid%, 
•< All facred reafon/'-r-Hold her facrcd ftill ; 
Nor fhalc thou want a rival in 'thy flamc : 
All-facred rea/on ! fource, and foul, of all 
Demanding praife, on earth, or earth above I 
IVIy heart is thine : Deep in its inmofl folds^ 
Live thou with life ; live dearer of the two. 
Wear I the blefTed Crofs, by fortune ilampC 
On paifive nature, before thought was born ? 
My birth's blind bigot ! fir'd with local zeal ! 
No ; renfon rebaptiz'd me when adult ; 
Weighed true, and falfe, in her impartial fcale ; 
My heart became the convert of my head ; 
And made that choice, which once was but my fate. - 
f** On argument alone my faith is built : " 
Rea/on purfu'd is fmth ; and, unpurfu'd 
Where proof invites, 'tis reafon, then, no more : 

And fuch our proof , That, or our faith^ is rigbt^ 
' Or reafon lyes, and heav'n defign^d it wrongs 

Abfolve we This ? What, then, is blafphemy ? 
Fond as we are, and juftly fond of faith, 

Reafon, we grant, demaDds our firfl regard ; 

The mother honoured, as the daughter dear. 

Reafon the root, fair faith is but the flower ; 

The fading flower fhall die ; but reafon lives 

Immortal, as her Father in the ikies. 

When faith is virtue* reafon makes it fo. 

Wrong not the Chriftlan ; think not reafon yeitrs ; 

'Tis reafon our great Mafer hoWs fo dear ; 

•Tis reafon" $ injured rights Hi« wrath refents ; 

'Tis 
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^Tis reofon% voice obey'd His glories crown i 

To give loft reafon Iife« He pour'd his own; 

Believe , and fti cw the rea fon of a man ; 

Believe, and tafte the pleafurcjof a God; 

Believe, and look with triumph on the tomb : 

Thro* reafon % wounds alone tYiyfiutb can die ; 

Which dying, tenfold terror gives to death. 

And dips in 'vemm his twice-mortal ding. 

Learn hence what honours, wliat loud faans, dot 

To thofe, who puih our antidou afide ; ' 

Thofe boafted friends to reafon^ and to num^ 

Whole fatal love ftabs ev'ry joy, and leaves 

DcatVs terror heighten'd, gnawing on his heart. 

Thefe pompous fons of reafon idolizM, 

And vilify 'd at once ; of reafon dead, . 

Then deify'd, as monarchs were of old ; 

What conduct plants proud laurels on their brow ? 

While love of truth thro* all their camp refounds. 

They AxdSff pride^s curtain o'er the noon- tide ray. 

Spike up their inch of reafon, on the point 

Of philofophic wit, tmU^d Argument ; 

And then, exulting in their taper, cry, 

*' Behold the (un:'* And, IndianAWitf adore* 

Talk they of m9rals ? O thou bleeding Love ! 
Thou maker of nenn morals to mankind f ** 
The grand morality is love of Thee. 
As wife as Socrates, if fuch they were, 
(Nor will they 'bate of that fublime renown) 
Ai ixjife as Socrates, migM juftly ftand 
The definition of a modern fool. 
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A CHRISTIANAS the highcft ftile of man : 
And is^tEcre, who the blcfled Crofs wipes off. 
As a foul blot, from his difhonour'd brow ? 
If an^gji tremble, 'tis at fuch a fight ; 
The wretch they quit, defponding of their charge. 
More ftruck with grief or wonder, who can tell ? 
Ye fold to fenfe ! ye citizens of earth f "^ 
(For fuch alone the Chriftian banner fly) 
Know ye how wife your choice, how great your gain ? 
Behold the pidurc of earth's happieft man : 
** He calls his wifli, it comes 5 he fends it l)ack, 
«« And fays, he calPd another j that arrives, 
" Meets the fame welcome; yet he ftill ealls on j 
" Till one calls him,' who varies not his call, 
*' But holds him faft, in chains of darknefs bound, 
" Till nature dies, and judgment fets him frtti 
" A freedom far lefs welcome than his chain." 

But grant man happy 5 grant him happy long i 
Add to life's higheft prize her lateft hour ; 
That hour, fo late, is nimble in approach. 
That, like a poft, comes on in full career : 
/How fwift the (buttle iiies, that weaves thy fhroud f 
•v Where is the fable of thy formeTyears ? 
I Thrown down the gulph of time j as far from Thee 
I As they had ne*er been thine ; the day in hand, 
\ Like a bird ftruggling to get loofe, i* going ; 
r Scarce now poflfefs'd, fo foddenly *tis gone ; 
I And each fwift moment fled, is death advanced 
j By flrides as fwift : Eternity is All ; 
And whofe Eternity ? Who triumphs there ? 

Bathing 
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Bathing for ever in the font of blifs ! 

For ever balking in the Deity ! 

Lorenzo I who ?— Thy confcience ihall reply. 

O give it leave to fpeak ; 'twill fpeak ere long. 
Thy leave unafkt: Lorenzo ! hear it now. 
While ufeful its advice, its accent mild. 
By the great edidt, the divine decree. 
Truth is depofited with man's laft hour ; 
An honeft hour, and faithful to her trud j 
Truth f eldeft daughter of the Deity ; 
Truth, of his council, when he made the worlds ; 
Nor lefs, when he (hall judge the worlds he made ; 
Tho' iilent long, and Sleeping ne^er fo found. 
Smother d with errors, and opprell with toys. 
That heav'n-commiflion'd hour no fooner calls. 
But from her cavern in the fouPs abyfs. 
Like him they fable under jEtna whelm'd. 
The goddefs burfts in thunder, and in flame ; 
Loudly convinces, and feverely pains. 
Dark tLemons I difcharge, and Hydra-^ing^ ; 
The keen vibration of bright truth^A% Hell : 
Jull definition ! tho' by fchools untaught. 
Ye deaf to truth ! perufe this^ParfonM page. 
And truft, for once, a prophet, and a prieft ; 
*• Men may live fools, but fools they cannot dte^'* 
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LORENZO! to recriminate is juft 
Fondnefs for fame is avarice of air. 
I grant the man is vain who writes for praife. 
Praife no man e'er deferv'd, who fought no more. 

As joft thy /econd charge^ I grant the muft 
Has often bluflit at her degenVate fons. 
Retained hy fenfi to plead her filthy caufe ; 
To raxie the low, to magnify the mean^ 
Amithk$iiaxt the grofs into refin'd : 
As if to magic numbers' powVful- charm 
^Twas giv'n, to make a ci<vet of their fong 
Obfcene, and fweeten ordure to perfume. 
IVit^ a true pagan, deifies the brute. 
And lifts our.fwine-enjoyments from the mire. 

F 3 The 
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The faft notorious, nor obfcure the caufe. 
We wear the chains of fiea/ure, and oi pride, 
7hefe ihare the man; and thefc diflraft him too ; 
Draw di^Vent ways, and clafli in their commandft. 
Tridi^ like an eagle, bailds among the flars ; 
'^{ixplepfure^ lark-like, nefis upon the groand. 
Joys fhar'd by brute-creation^ pride refents ; 
Pleafure embraces : Man would Ifoth enjoy. 
And both at onee : A point how hard to gain f 
Bnty what can't wit, when ftttag by flrong defire f 

Wit dares attempt this arduous enterprize. 
Since joys oi/enfe can't rife to reafift^s tafte ; 
In {\3h^t fopbiftrfz laborious forge. 
Wit hammers out a reafon tte^s^ that flot^f 
To fordid fcenes, and meets them with applaufe^ 
Wit calls the graces the chade zone to loofe ; 
Nor lefs than a plump god to fill Che bowl : 
A thoufand phantoms, and a thoufand fpells^ 
A^thoufand opiates fcatters, to delude. 
To fafcinatc, inebriate, lay aflecp. 
And the fool'd mind delightfully confound. 
Thus that which (hock'd the judgment, fiiocks no tr.otc ^ 
That which gave pride oft'ence, no more oflFends. 
P/eafure and pride, by nature mortal foes. 
At war eternal, which in man (hall reign. 
By wit's addrefs, patch up a fatal peace,. 
And hand in hand lead on the rank debauch, 
From rank, refin'd to delicate and gay. 
Jrtf curfed art! wipes off th' indebted blnfli 
From nature's cheek, and bronzes cY^ry fhame. 

Man 
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Man fmiles in ruin, glories in his guilt. 
And infamy (lands candidate for praife. 

All writ by man in favour of the foul, 
Thefc fen/ual ethia fat, in bulk, tranfcend. 
The fiow'rs of eloquence, profufely pour'd 
O'er fpottcd vice, fill half the lettered world. 
Can powVs of .genius exorcife their page. 
And confecrate enormities with fong ? 

But let not thefe inexpiable ftrains 
Condemn the mufe that knows her dignity ; 
Nor meanly flops at //W, but holds the world 
As 'tis, in nature s ample field, a point, 
A point in her eHeem ; from whence to ilart. 
And run the round of univerfal fpace. 
To vifit being univerfal there. 
And Being'a Source, that utmoil flight of mind ! 
Yet, fpite of this fo vail circumference. 
Weir knows, but what is mora/y nought is ^reat : 
Sing /y reus only ? Do not angels fine ? 
There is in, poefy 2l decent pride. 
Which well becomes her when fhe fpeaks to prc/ff 
Her younger fifler 5 haply, not more wife. 

Think*ft thou, Lorenzo ! to find paftimes here ? 
No guilty paffion blown into a flame. 
No foible flattered, dignity difgrac'd. 
No fairy field of fi£lion, all on flow'r. 
No rainbow colours, J!?erey or filken tale ; 
But folemn coun/e/j, images of awe. 
Truths, which eternity lets fall on man 
With double weight, thro' thefe revolving fpheres, 

F 4 This 
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This death-deep iilence, and incambent (hade : 
Thoughts, fuch as fhati reviiit your la ft hour ; 
Vifit ancaird, and live when life expires ; 
And thy dark pencil, midnight! darker ftill 
In melancholy dipt, embrowns the whole. 

Yet this, ev*n this, my laughter-loving friends ? 
Lorenzo ! and thy brothers of the fmile ! 
If, what imports you moft, can mod engage. 
Shall ileal your ear, and chain you to my fong. 
Or if you foil me, know, the wife fhall tafte 
The truths T fing ; the truths I fing (hall feel ; 
And, feeling, give afTent ; and their alTent 
Is ample recbmpence ; is more than praife. 
But chieBy thine, O Litchfield! nor miftake ; 
Think not un introduced I force my way ; 
Narcissa, not unknown, not unallyM, 
By virtue, or by blood, illuftrious youth f 
To thee, from blooming amaranthtm bow'rs. 
Where all the language harmony^ defcends 
Uncaird, and afks admittance for the mufe : 
A mufe that will not pain thee with thy praife; 
Thy praife Ihe drops, by nobler ftill infpir'd. 

O Thou I Bleft Spirit I nvhether the fupreme. 
Great antemundane Father ! in whofe breaft 
£mbryo creation, nnborn being, dwelt. 
And all its various revolutions roll'd 
Prefent, tho' future ; prior to themfelves j 
Whofe breath can blow it into nought again ; 
Or^ from his throne fome delegated pow>, 
WhOj iludiotts of our peace, dod turn the thought 

From 
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From vain and vile, to folid and fublime f 

Unfeen thou lead'fl me to delicioas draughts 

Of infpiration, from a purer ftream, 

And fuller of the god, than that which burft 

From fam'd Caftalia : Nor is ye^ all ay 'd 

My facred thirft ; tho' long my foul has rang'd 

Thro^ pleaiing paths of morale and Mvine, 

By Thee fuftain^d, and lighted by the S TAR S*. 

^y them beft lighted are the paths of thought ; 
Nights are their ilays, their moft illumin'd hours. 
By day^ the foul, o'erborne by life's career, 
Stunn'd by the din, and giddy with the glare. 
Reels far from reafon, joflfed by the throng. 
By dttf the foul is pafiive, all her thoughts 
Imposed, precarious, broken, ere mature. 
By nighty from objedls free, from paifion cool. 
Thoughts uncontroul'd, and unimprefs'd, the birthfr 
Of pure ele£Uon, arbitrary range. 
Not to the limits of one world confined ; 
^ut from ethereal travels light on earthy 
As voyagers drop anchor, for rcpofc. 

Let InMansy and the gay, like Indians^ fond' 
Of feather'd fopperies, the fun adore : 
Darknefi has more divinity for me ; . 
It itrikes thought inward ;. it drives back the foul 
To fettle on Herfelf, our point fupreme ! 
7 here lies our theatre ; there fits our judge. 
Darknefs the curtain drops o'er life's dull fcene;. 
'Tis the kind hand of Providence ftretcht out 
'Twixt man and vanity ; 'tis reafon z reign, 

F J Anil 
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And virtue' % too ; thefe tatelary (hades 
Are man's afylum from the tainted throng. 
I^igbt is the good inan's friend, and guardian too ;. 
It no lefs refcues virtue, than infpires. 

Virtue 9 for ever frail, as fair, below. 
Her tender natvre fufFers in the croud. 
Nor touches on the world, without a flain : 
The world's infeftious ; few bring back at eve,. 
Immaculate, the manners of the nlorn. 
Something we thought, is blotted ; we refol^vd,. 
Is fhaken ; we renouncd, returns again. 
Y^z^ falutation may Aide in a fm 
Unthought before, or itx a former Haw. 
Nor is it ftrange : Light y motion t concourfe, noifi, 
' All, fcatter us abroad ; thought outward bo umd> 
NegleAful of our home-affairs, flies off 
In fume and diflipation, quits her charge. 
And leaves the breafl unguarded to the foe. 

Pre/tnt example gets within our guard. 
And ads with double force, by few repell'd. 
Ambition fires ambition ; love of gain 
Strikes, like a peililence, from breafl to breaft; 
Riott pride, perfidy, blue vapours breathe j 
And inhumanity is caught from man, 
/From fmiling man'.*' A flight, a finglc glance, 
' And (hot at random, often has brought home 
A fuddcn fever, to the throbbing heart. 
Of envy, rancour, or impure defire. 
We fee, we hear, with peril ; fafety dwells 
, Remote from multitude ; the world's a fchool 
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Of nvrong^ and what proficients fwarm around ! 
We muft, or imitate, or difapprove ; . 
Muft lift as their accomplices, or foes ; 

Lpur innocence j thh wounds our peace. 

ifionit^. 
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Of murder'd time I Aufpicious midnight ! hail ! 
The wolWcxcluded, tv'ry paffion hufli'd. 
And open'd a calm intercourfe with heav'n. 
Here the foal fits in council ; ponders pafl, 
. Prcdeftines future aftion ; fees, not feels, 
/ Tumultuous life, and reafons with the ftorm ; 
\ All her lyes anfwers, and thinks down her channt^ 
' What aweful joy ! What mental liberty ! 
I am not pent in darknefs ; ratiher fay 
(If not too bold) in darknefs I'm embowr'd. 
Delightful gloom! the cluftVing thoughts around 
Spontaneo.us rife, and blo/rom inthefhade; 
But droop by day, and ficken in the>w. 
thought borrows light clfcwhere;-ftx>m that/r/? fire. 
Fountain of animation f whence defcends 
UnANiA, my celeflial gueft! who deigns 
Nightly to vifit me, fo mean; and nonv^ 
Confcious how needful difcipHnc ta mar^. 
From pleafing dalli^ce with the charms ofnigJk 
My wand'ring thought recalls, to what excites 
Far other beat of heart! NARcrssA's tomb .^ 

Or is it feeble nature calls me back. 
And breaks my fpirit Into grief again ? 
Is it a Stygian vapour in my blood ? 
A cold, flow puddle, creeping thro' my vetns I 
Or is it thus with all men ? — Thus with all. 
What are we ? How unequal f Now we foar. 
And now we fink ; to be the /amef tranfcends, - 
Our prefent prowefs. Dearly pays the foul 
For lodging ill ; too dearly rents her clay. 

Reajotf^ 
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Reafont a baffled coanfellor! but adds . 

The blufh of weaknefe, to the bane of woe. 

The nobleft fpirit fighting her hard fate. 

In this damp, dufey regioft, charg d with ftorms» 

But feebly flutters, yet uittai^ht to fly ; 

Or, flying, fliort her flight, and lore her faH. 

Oar utxnoft ilrength, when down, to rife again ; 

And not to yields tha' btateu^ all our praife, 
'Tis rain to feek in men for more than mao. 

Tho' proud in promife, big in previous thought, 
Exferiene4 damps our triumph. I, who late. 
Emerging from the Ihadows of the grave. 
Where grii/ detained me prisoner, mounting hi^h» 
Threw wide the gates of everlafting day. 
And call'd mankind to glory, ihook offfai». 
Mortality ihook off, in Hther pure. 
And flruck the ftars ; now feel my fpirits fail i 
They drop me from the zenith i down I rnfh. 
Like him whom fable fledg'd with waxen wings^ 
In forrow drown'd-^but not, iiv fbi row loft. 
How wretched is the man» who never mourn'd I 
I dive for precious pearl in /orrow^s ftream : 
. Not fo the thoughtlefs man that o^Iy grieves ; 
Takes all the torment, and rejeds tke gaia 
(Ineflimable gain! ) ; and gives heav'n leave^ 
To make him'bat more wretched, not more wife. 
f If wifdom is our leflbn (and what elfe 

Ennobles man ? What elfe have angels learnt ? ) 
^ Grief! more proficients in thy fchool are made. 

Than geniuj, or froud learningy e'er cou'd boait. 

Vorak- 



i?i30- fSe Complain t. Night 5.. 

Voracious learning, often over-fed^ 

Digefts not into fenfe her motley meal: 

This hook cafe, with dark booty aimoft burfi. 

This /0ra^^ on others' wifdom, leaves 

Her native farm, her reafon, quite untiird« 

With mixt manure ihe forfeits the rank foil, 

Dung'dy bat not dreft ; and rich to beggary. . 

A pomp antameable of weeds prerails. 

^tx fem^ani^ wealth, incnmber'd 'wi/dom moorns«. 

And what fays genius f «* Let the dull he njoife^ 
Genius, too hard for right, can prove it wrong ; 
And loves to boaft, where blaih men lefs infpir'd. 
It pleads exemption from the laws oi fenfe i 
Coniiders reafon as a leveller; 
And fcorns to (hare a bleffing with the crond. 
That wif&it could h^, thipks an ample claim* 
To glory, and to fleafure gives the reft. 
Crassus butileeps, Ardblio is nndone*. 
Wifdom lefs (hodders at-a-fpol, than wit. 

Bat nvifdom fmiles, when hambled' mortals weep. 
^Yitnforronu wounds the breaft, as ploughs the glebe,* 
And hearts obdurate feel her foft'ning (hower;. 
Her feed celeilial, then, glkd wifdom fows ;. 
Her golden harveft triumphs in the foil. 
If fo, Narcissa ! welcome my Relaffe^ 
ni raifc a tax on ray calamity. 
And reap rich compenfation from my pain., 
I'll range the plenteous intelle£lnal field; 
And gather ev'ry thought of fov'reign power 
To chafe the moral nialadies of man ; 

^houghttf. 
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Thoughts f which may bear tranfplaiituig to ihe ikics^ 
Tho' natives of this coaf (ie penurious foil j 
Nor wholly wither tbercy whert /eraphs fing, 
Refin d, exalted, not aanuU'd* in heav'n. 
Rea/on, the fun that gives them birth, the iame 
In either clime, tho' more illuftrious /^#. 
Thefe choicely cuU'd, and elegantly rang'd. 
Shall form a garland for NAacissA'fi.toml>; 
And, peradventure, of no fading flowers. 
.^ Say, on^what themes ihall pozzled choice descend ?' 
f ** Th' importance of contemplating the tomb; 
/ «* Why men decline it j JmcUt^ifovl birth ; 
r <* TheTariousiiWi^iry^; Hkt ^uuits cf agi \. 
*< And death's drettd chara^gr-^myite-my lang." 
And, firil th' importance of oar ^nd £arv«y'd. 
Friends counfel quick dilmiQon of our grief: 
Miftaken kindnefs ! ouir hearts heal too foon. 
Are thty more kind than i/, who ^uck the blow F 
Who bid it do his^esrand-^in our hearts. 
( And baniih peace, till nobUr gmjls arrive, 
\ And bring it back, a true, and endlefs peace ?: 
' Calamities 9xtfriomls : As glaring Jlsy 
/ Of thefe unnumbered lufbes robs our £ght ; 
I Profperity puts. out unnumberfd thoughts 
j Of import high, and light divine, to man. 
' / The man how bleft, who, fick of gaudy fcenes^ 
• (Scenes apt to thruft between Us and Ourfelves I ) 
, Is led by choice to take his favVite walk, 
I Beneath ^uitb"% gloomy, filent, cyprefs (hades, 
/ Unpierc d by vanity's fiantaftic ray ; 

Td 
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To read his monuments, to weigh his dnft, 
Vifit his vaalts, and dwell among the tombs f 
Lorenzo ! read with meNARcissA's ftone; 
(Narcissa was thy favVite) let us read 
Her mori^ ftone f few dodlors preach fo well f 
Few orators fo tenderly can touch 
The feeling^ heart. What pathos in the date t 
Apt words «an ilrike ; and yet in them we fee 
Faint images of what we^ here, enjoy. 
What caufe have <we to build on length of life ? 
Temptations feize, wheny^^ir is laid aileep ; 
And ill foreboded is our ilrongeft guard. 

See from her tomb, as from an humble (hrine^ 
Truths rafliant goddefs ! iallies on my foul. 
And puts delttfion's dufky train to flight ;. 
Difpels the mills our fultry paj/tons saife. 
From objeds low, terreftrial, and obTcene f 
And ihews the real tSfimsXt of things ; 
Which no man,, unafflidkd, ever faw ; 
Pulls 0$* the veil from 'virtue's riilng charms ; 
Detects temptation in a thoufand lyes. 
Truth bids me look on men, as a utumn leav es. 
And all they bleed for, as the fummer*s dufi;, 
Driv'n by the whirlwind : Lighted by her beams^ 
I widen my horizon, gain new powers, 
See things inviilible, feel things remote. 
Am pxefent with futurities ; think nought 
To roan fo foreign^ as the joys pOjffeft ; 
Nought fo much his, as thofe beyond the grave; 

No /o/Iy keeps its colour in her, fight 1 
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ViLJMjUfi^ldly nvt/dom lofes all her charms ; 

In p<i^ou8 promife from her fchemes profound. 

If jfilture fate (he plans,. 'tis all in leaves. 

Like Syhil^ unfubftantial, fleeting blifs ! 

At the firft blaft it vani^es in air. 

Notfo, ceUftial: Wouldft thou know, Lorenzo! 

How differ ^worldly *wtfdomy and dMne F 

Juft as the waning, and the waxing moon. 

More empty ^worldly wifdom ev'ry day ; 

And ev'ry day more fair her rival fhines. 

When later^ there's lefs time to play the fool. 

Soon our whole term for wifdom is expir'd 

(Thou know*ft (he calls no council in the grave): 

And everlaAlng fool is writ in fire. 

Or real wifdom wafts us to the fkies. 

As worldly fchemes refemble Sybils leaves, 
The good man's days to SibyPs books compare, 
(In antrent ftory read, thou know'fl the tale) 
In price dill riling, as in number lefs, 
Ineftimable quite his final hour. 
For That who thrones can offer, offer thrones ; 
Infolvent worlds the purchafe cannot pay. 
** Oh let me die his death ! " all nature cries. 
" Then live his life" — All nature falters there. 
Our great phyfician daily to confult. 
To commune with the grame^ our only cure. 

What grave prefcribes the beft? — A friend's ; and '^^^ 
From a friend's grave, how foon we difengage ? 
I Ev'n to the deared, as his marble, cold. 
T^^hy arc friends ravilht from us ? 'Tis to bind. 

By 
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By Toft affeSionp tyes, on human hearts, 
"^ The thought of death, which rea/on, too fupine. 

Or mifemploy'd, fo rarely fattens there. 

Nor rcafon, nor affection, no, nor jpth 

Coinbind, can break the witchcrafts of the worlds 

Behold, th' in ^p rable hour at hand ! 
. Behold, th' inexorable hour forg^ot ! 
\ And to forget it, the chirf^tfua^f life, 
i Tho' well to ponder it, is life.'a.chicf end. 

Is death, that ever threatening^ ne'er remott, 

(That all-inxportant, and that only fare, 
(Come when he will) an unexpe^d gueit 2 
Nay, tho'. invited by the }fiB4igft calls 
\ Of blind imprudence^ unexpected fiill ? 
\ Tho* num'rbus meflengers are fent before, . 
\ To warn his great arrival. What the caufe, 
,The wond'rous caufe, of this myfterious ill ? 
\A\\ heav'n looks down^aflonifh'd at the fight* 
i Is it, that life has fown her joys fo thick. 
We can't thruft in a fingle care between ? 
Is it, that life has fuch a fwarm of caresp. 
The thought of death can't enter for the throng ^ 
Is it, that time fteals on with downy feet. 
Nor wakes indulgence from her golden dream ? 
To-day is fo like yefierday^ it cheats \ 
We take the lying fifter for the fame. 
Life glides away, Lorenzo I like a brook j 
For ever changing, unperceiv'd the change. 
In the fame brook none ever bath'd him twice*: 
' To the fame life none ever twice awoke. 

We 
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We call the broc^ tlie fame ; the fame we. think 
Oar life, tHo' ftillb mare rapid in its flow i 
Nor mark the much irrevocaUy laps'd^ 
And mingled widi the fea/ Or fhall we fay 
(Retaining iiill the brook to bear ns on) 
/That life is like a ve£el on the.ftream ? 
In life embarkd, we fmoothly down the tide 
Of time defcend, but not on time intent ; 
Arous'd, unconfcious of the gliding wave ; 
Till on a fudden we perceive a (hock ; 

I We ftart, awake, too k oat ; what fee we these? 
Our brittle bark is burft cm Charon s ihore. 

Is this the cuife i^^Afl^ Rits-M hvuMSk thought?* 
Or is itfudgment^^ by. the tut//. Ilfuck Utnd^ 
That domineering nuilrt{fs( of the foull 
Like him fo ilrong by Di^lilab the fair ? 
Or is it /Mr turns ftartled n^fon b|Lck>. 
From looking down a precipice fo fEee|> ? 
Tis dreadful ; and the dr^ead ia wifely pJAc'd^ 
By nature confcious of the make of man. 
A drea4ful friend it i$, a terror kind, 
A flaming fword to guard the tree of life. 
By that unaw'd, in life's niofl frai.ling hour. 
The good man wo'uld repine ; would fuff&r joy«^ 
. And burn impatient for his promised ikies. 
The had^ on each pun^lillQus pi^ue of pride. 
Or gloom of humour, would give nige the rein^ 
Bound o'er the barrier, ru(b into the dark. 
And mar the fcenes of Providence below. 

What groan was that, Lorenzo ?-— Furies ! rife ;. 

An^ 
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And drown in yoar lefs execrable yell, 
Britannia's ihame. There took her gloomy flight. 
On wing impetuous, a black fullen foul, 
filafted from hell, with horrid lull of death. 
Thy friend, the brave,, the gallant J/famonf, 
So call'd, fo thoQght-^nd tJben he fled the field* 
Lefs bafe the fear of death, than fear of life. 
/O Bri taint infamous for Suicide ! 
An i^anJ in thy manners f far disjoin d 
From the whole world of rationah befide f 
In ambient waves plunge thy polluted head, 
Wafh the dire flain, nor fhock the continent. 

But thou be (hock'd, while I deted the caufe 
0( felf-ajfaultt expofe the monilers birth. 
And bid abhorrence hifs it round the world. 
Blame not thy clime, nor chide the diflant fun ; 
The fun is innocent, thy clime abfolv'd : 
Immoral climes kind nature never made. 
The caufe I fing, in Eden might prevail. 
And proves. It is thy folly, not thy fate. 

The foul of man (Let man in homage bow. 
Who names his /oul)y a native of the ikies \ 
High born, and free, her freedom (hould maintain. 
Unfold, unmortgag'd for earth*s little bribes. 
Th* illuftrious ftranger, in this foreign land. 
Like ftrangers, jealous of her dignity. 
Studious of home, and ardent to return. 
Of earth fufpicious, earth'^s inchanted cup 
With cool referve light touching, Ihould indulge, 

Oit 
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On imntortality^ her godlike tafte ; 

Thin take large draughts ; make her chief baaqae't tbert. 

But fome r^e£k this fuftenance divine ; 
To beggarly vile appetites defcend ; 
A(k alms of iartb^ for gucfts that came from biav'nf 
Sink into (laves ; and fell, for prefent hire. 
Their rich reverfion, and (what (hares its fate) 
Their mtwt freedor/ti to the prince who fways 
This nether world. And when his payments fail^ 
When his foul baflcet gorges them no more, 
Or their pall'd palates loath the baiket MX ; 
Are inftantly, with wild demoniac rage. 
For breaking all the chains of Providence, 
And burning their confinement j tho* faft barr*d 
fiy laws divine and human ; guarded (Irong 
With horrors doubled to defend the pafs. 
The blackeft, maun^ or dire guilty can raife ; 
And moated round, with fathomlefs dtJtruQlon^ 
Sure to receive, and whelm them in their fall. 

Such, Britons ! is the caufe^ to you unknown. 
Or worfe, o'erlook'd ; o'erlook'd by magiftrates, 
^bus criminals themfelves. I grant the deed 
Is madnefs ; but the madnefs of the beart, 
AncPwKat i« that ? Our utmoft bound of guilt. 
A fenfaal, unrefledling fife, is big 
With monflrous births, and Suicide^ to crown 
The black infernal brood. The bold to break 
Heav'n's law fupreme, and defperately rufli 
Thro* facred nature'^ murder, on their own, 
Becaufe they never think of deaths they die. 
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*Tis equally xnanV duty, glory, gain. 

At omce to Ihwi,' aad taeditate,- his end. 

Wheiijbjrj]^? bed of languiihihent we fit, 

(The Teat of ^ifdom I if our choice, not fate) 

Or,* o^er^our dj^ijig friends, in an^uifti hang, 

Wipe the cold dew, or Say the finking head. 

Number their moments, and, in vft"^ clocks 

Start a| the voice of an Eternity % 

See the dim lamp of life jaft feebly lift 

An agonizing beam, at us to gaze. 

Then fmk again, and quiver into death. 

That moft pathetic herald of our own ; 

How read we fuch fad fcenes ? As fent to man 

In perfed vengeance ? No 1 in pity fent. 

To melt him down, like wax, and then imprefs. 

Indelible, deatb^% image on his heart 1 

Bleeding for others, tpembling for himfelf. 

We bleed, we tremble, we forget, we fmilc. 

The mind turns fool, before the cheek is dry. 

Our quick.returmng folly cancels all ; 

As the tide ruihing rafes what is writ 

In yielding fands, and fmooths the letter'd ihore. 

Lorenzo ! haft thoa ever weighed ^figh f 
Or ftudy'd the philofophy of r^^irj Z' 
(A fcience, yet, unledoT'd in our fchools f ) 
Haft thoa defcended deep into the breaft. 
And feen their fource ? If not, defcend with me. 
And trace thcfe briny rivlets to their fprings. 
I Our fufi'ral tears, from diflPVent caufes, rife. 
As if from fep'rate cifterns in the foul> 

6 Of 
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^ W various kinds^ they flow. From tender hearts. 

By foft contagion caird, Jbmt barft at once, 
; And ftream obfequious to the leading eye. 



I Sotm aik more time^ by curious art diftill'd* 

\ Some hearts, in fecret hard, unapt to melt^ 

\ Struck by the magic of the public eye, 
/ Like MosBs' fmitten rock; guih out amain. 
f Some weep to ihare the fame of the deceasM^ 
So high in merit, and to them fo dear. 
They dwell on praifes, which they think they fliare i 
And thus, without a blu(h, commend Themfelves. 
Some mourn in proof, that fomething they could love : 
They weep not to relieve their grief, but fievu. 
Some weep in perfed juflice to the dead. 
As confcious all their love is in arrear. 
Some mifchievoufly weep, not nnapprisM, 

- Tears, fometimes, aid the conqueft of an eye. 
With what addrefs the foft Ephejians driiw 
Their fable net- work o'er entangled hearts ? 
As feen thro' cryftal, how their rofes glow. 
While liquid pearl runs trickling down their cheek i 

' Of Jier's not prouder E^yp^s wanton queen, 

. Carouiing gems, herfelf diflblvM in love. 

' Some weep at death j abftra£ted from the dead. 

And celebrate, like Charles, their own deceafc. 
\ By kind conllr nation fome are deem*d to weep, 

; Becaufe a decent veil conceals their joy. 

/ Some weep in earned, and yet weep in vain ; 

^ As deep in indifcretion, as in woe. 

i Pafflon,h]iXii paffion ! lihpotently pours 

Tear^ 
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Tears, that deferve more tears ; while nafim deeps % 
Or gazes, like an idiot, nnconceniM ; , 
Nor comprehends the meaning of the ftorm ; 
Knows not it fpeaks to her^ and her algne. 
Irrationals all forxow are beiieath. 
That noble^ gift ! that privilege of man ! 
From forro'w\ pang, the birch of endlefs joy^. 
But thefe are barren of that birth divine : 
They weep impetuous, as the fummer dorm. 
And full as (hoft ! The cruel grief foon tam^d. 
They make a paftime of the Hinglefs tale ; 
Far as the deep-refounding knell, they fpread 
The dreadful news, and hardly feel it more. 
No grain of wifdom pays them for their laoe* 

Half-rounti the globe, thejears pnmpt^p bypath 
Are fpent in watVing vanities of life ; 
In making folly iloarifh flill more fair. 
When the fick foul, her wonted ftay withdrawn. 
Reclines on earth, and forrows intheduft; . 
Inftead of learning, ther^f her true fupport, 
Tho' there throwa down her trae fupport to learn. 
Without heav'n s aid, impatient to be bleft. 
She crawls to the next (hrub, or bramble vile, 
Tho' from the ilately cedar^s arms (he fell;. 
With dale, forfworn embraces, clings anew, 
The ftranger weds, and bloiToms, as before. 
In all the ffuitlefs fopperies of life : 
Prefents her iveed, well-fancy'd, at the ball, 
And rafiies for the deqtFfhiad on the ring. 

^0 wept AuRELiA, till the deftin'd youth 

Stept 
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Stept in^ with his receipt for making fmiies; 

And blanchiag foUes into bridd bloom. 

^0 wept LoRftNso fair Clarissa's fate ; 

Who gave that angel boy, on whom he doats i 

And dy'd to give him, orphan*d in his birth I 

Notfuchy NARCfssA, my diftrefs for Thee. 

ni make an4dtar of thy facFed tomb. 

To faciifice to wifdonu^What waft Thou > 

" 3itmg^ gay* zxAfortunait ! " Bach yields a theme. 

rU dwell on each, to fhun thought more fevere ; 

(Heav'n knows I labour with feverer fiill ! ) 

I'll dwell (^ each^ and qdite exhaaft thy death. 

[ Afoul 'without reflexion, tike a pile 

Iwi^ootjnhai^iUkBU j^ jniifij:gA&.^ 

And, firft, tlxy ymtb. What fays it to grey hair* ! 
Nargis^a, Tm become fby puptl no^ — 
£arly, bright, tranfient, chafte, as morning dew. 
She fparkled, was exhal'd, and went to heav'n. 
^ime on this head has fnow'd ; yet ftill 'tis borne 
Aloft ; nor thinks but on another** grave. 
Covered with ihame I fpeak it, age fevere 
Old worn*out vice fets down for virtue fair i 
With gracelefs gravity, chaAifing youth. 
That youth chaftis'd furpaffing in a fault, 
Fatherof all> forgetfulaefs of death.: 
As if, like obJeAs preffing on the fight, 
^eatb had advane'd too near us to he feen : 
Or, that life's loan time ripen'd into right ; 
And men might plead prefcription from die grave; 
Deathlefs, from repetition of reprieve. 
Vfix. III. G Deathlefs f 
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Deathlefs ? for frm i^ ! >cl aie dead already ; 
Their hearts arc biiFy\i» aidthc world ditir grave. 

Tell me, (bme god I mjr guardiaft angel ! tell, ^ 
What thus infatoates f what lodiaQtiieac plants 
The phantom of an age^ 'cwizt w, aBd deiith . 
Already at the door f He knocks^ ve • hear him. 
And yet we will not hear. Wbalwail defends _ 
Our aiitouch'd hearts ? What miracle toms-off 
The pointed thought^, which from a dioofimd jjuivers ' 
Is daily darted, and is daily flitiaa'd I 
We iland, as in a battle, duoag9 on throagt 
Around us falling ; woaoded oft oaifehres^ 
Tho' bleeding with our wounda, immortsd Mi ! ' ' 
We fee time's furrows on aninher's boow. 
And death intrench'd, preparing his a£ault ; 
How few themfelves, in that juft mirror, feei 
Or, feeing, draw their inference as ftrong ! . 
There death is certam ; doubtful kere : He mujlf 
And /oon ; We mmt^, within an age, expire. > ^ 
Tho' grey our heads, our thoughts and utaBJtard green ; ' 
Like damaged clocks, whofe hand and bell djiEkati^ 
Folly iings Six, while nature points at T welve. 

Ahi^ixdi longevity ! More, More, it cries: 
More life, more wealth, more traih of evVy kind. 
And wherefore m^ for more, whca.reliih fails } 
Oi;e£f, and appetlts^ mull elab fbc joy ; 
Shall /^//p labour hard to mend the bow. 
Baubles, I mean, that ilrike us /rom without^ 
While nature is relaxing evVy ftring ? 
Aik thought for joy ; grow rich» and hoard wtiin. 

Think 
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Think yoa th0 IbiiU wlten this Hfe*$ ratdes ceafe^ 
Has nothing of m^fe manly to fncceed ? 
€ontra£l Om ta^^ iimnortal ; foam ev*n Now: 
To reli(h' wImK idfm fubfifts hereafkr. 
DiwMi, or notte^ henceforth your joys for tven 
Of age ibk i^ory It, tonvifi to die* 
That wiih i$ Jfrsdfi mkifrmm/e i it afpp1^<f< 
Paft life, «nd promifci Ottr fcrtore bltfs; 
W hat w ejjfcngfs fiee not children in their fires t 
Crrand 'cll];na<£lencal abAudities! 
<>rey^Biir3«itlKyi^ tblfaaks'of yooth/ 
How fliodsittg ! It makes folly iftirice a fbo! $ 
And oar firft childhood might our kft defpl^e^ 
Peace and ^eemu^H that age cian hope. - 
Nothing hutwifihm gives ihejirjfi the lafi^ 
Nothing, bttt the refufe rf being h/eife. 
Tolly burs both ^ our age is qivke undone. 

What Mly can be ranker ? Like our fliadows> 
Cur wifhes Icnglheiiy as our fun decline*. 
No wifli ihouid loiter, theni this^ fide the grave. 
Oar heartsjhould leave the worldr before the knelf 
Calls for ouf careafes to mend the foil. 
Enough to live in tempeft, die in )>ott; 
I Jge (houldflyvoscouHe, trover M retrrtit* •* 
' Defeats of y«tf^i»M^' lOid^ ^t^AT^-fnbdue'i 
Walk thoughtful on the 4lent; folemn '&6rd^ 
: Of that vaft ocean it rndft fail fe-foon'j' 
And pat good^wep^ Oil/bofl^d; artd wait the Wind 
That (hortly blows x^ wito^ \v6rldi unknown j 
if uncpnfider^d^C^- ft droa^fol k^Vit ( 
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All fliould be propbets to themfi^vf^ a fo^<9^ 
Their fature fate ; their fiitare &te for^afie ; . 
This art woald wade the bitterneis of deadi. 
The thoM^t of death alooe, thtfear deftroys*. 
A difalFe^ion to that precious thought 
Is more than mMgbt d^rkneft on the ^ol. 
Which fl^ps beneath it, on 4 precifice^ 
PaFd off by the firfl blaft, and loft for ever. 

Doft aik^ XiORE^zo, why fo warmly preft^ 
By rej>etition hammerM on thine ear. 
The thought of de^th I That thought if the machine, ' 
The grand nji^chiniP ^ that heaves us from the dnfi^ ^f 
And rears ps into me^. That thought fdy'd^faomoj 
Will foon reduce the ^sMy fredpkg . ^ ' ^ 

O^er-hanginjg hell> will foftej» the djeic^nl^ <!• „ ^ 
And gently Hope our pafTage tatbcrgfav^ I , ^%^^ .^ 
How warmly to be wiiht 1 Whj^t-l^i^ of > i^Bh n 
Would trifle with tremendous ? dare ex^em^s ?^ , .. . 
Yawn o'er the. fate of infinite? What hsind^ 
^eyond the blackeft brand of cenfure bold, 
(To. fpeak a language too wuell known to Thee) 
Would at a moment give its All to ch^ce. 
And ftamp the die for an eternity ? 

Aid me» Narcissa ! aid me to keep pace 
With deftify ; and ere her fdfiars cnt 
My thread pf life, to break this tougher thread 
Of moral death* that ties me to the world. 
Sting thou piy Aamb'ring rta/on to fend forth 
A thought of obfervation on the foe ; 
To fally ; and furyey the rapid march 

Of 



Of ikis tea'thottftjid meflengen to man s 
Who, jEHV'likiB^ behiiad him tuhis them iJL 
All accident ^ipait, by nature fign'd, ' 
My warrant is gooe out, tho* dormant yet ) 
Perhaps behind one moment larks my fate.' ' 

Moft I then /0r<t4Mr/ only look for death ? 
Backward I torn mine eye, and find him there* 
Man is a felf-furvivor cvVy year. 
Man, like a ffream/is in perpetual &ow. 
Death^s a deftroyer of quotidian prey. 
My jouth, my'mon'tidt. His ; my jefierdaj \ 
The bold invader fhare^ the frefcnt hoar. 
Kacb moment on the former fhiits the grave. 
While man is growing, life is in decreafe } 
ilad mdksjodrni^neare^^^ the toml^. . 
Oar biffdi ia nodiiag but cor death begun ^ 
Am XMgen waflr, that idbmt Aey take fiie. 

Shall we then ft«r, left that ihoald come to fab. 
Which comes'to pafs each moment of oar lives \ 
If fear we muft, let that death turn us pale. 
Which marders ftrcugth and ardw \ what remaiai- 
Should rather call on death, than dread his call. 
Ye partners of my fault, and my decline! 
Thonghtlefs of death, but when your neighbour's knell 
(Rudevifitant! ) knocks hard at yourdall fenfe. 
And with its thunder fcarce obtains your ear ! 
Be death yoar theme, in ev'ry plate and hoar \^ 
Nor longer want, ye monumental Sires !' 
A brother tomb to tell you you fliall die. 

G I That 
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That death you dre0d |fp. (reat h ,si^t|irc's 4till I ) 
Know, yoa ^^| cpurt,. before yott ib«ll.-^joy. 

Bat yoa are learned ^ JD vplfuaes, dfcq^ yoa &» 
Jb wiftiom, ihsdlow ; Pompops igooraimj . 
Woa'd yoa be ftill' mof e karned, t^ the leaniM ? 
Learnwell to kaow haw mach need not be faj>ya> 
An3 what thsit inow/ege, which impairs y0W[Jijf^» 
Oar needful knowlege, like oar need{vLJ^ptQd» -^ 
Onhed^'d, lies open in life's common ^Idj^. 
And bids all welcome to the vital feaft. . 
Yoa fcwn what JieTbefore you in the Jjagf_ 
Of nature, aiid exferiena,, m,or^ ttuth^ 
Of indii^en&ble/ eternal ftuiti^ ..1 . .; , 

Fruit , on which mortals feeding, turtt' to gpi$± , ;. : 1 « . 
And dive in fcimu for ^^^gviibt ni^c^^ < . 

Diflionefb fomentation of yoyir^culf ;^ c. :*. '. .- 

Sinking in virtue, aftyoarifeJi|t^^^iiC« ^ .:«;.. 
Your. learning/ like the &)Mir beapi. a farcf .J . _, 

Light, but nfit hV^'jtt'f eaves you 
Prozen at h^ft^ tiilAl^ fpecu^auon Opines; 
Awake, yecurldttkiiiSigaiorsl'foQd 
Of knawfiii^ a11^ but wBat avails you knowgu^ 
If jott wcfOM k^^R }iat}pi chasaSer^ attend. 
All (^a&s, of (9094u£i,^ all de^rf^s ii^f rhejilth. 
All (dies of.%t^^e,^sin4>iiH d*t^{Of.}^gp, 
Together l^pk i|^,hi^ ^ippar|ial.Hr«, 
Come forth. at ?fiR4pAi; 4?r if dip}cc,ig m^dfi^ 
The choice is qui(e f^ficafiic^ and Inful^ 
All bold conje£bWii Ml fond hopes of naaiu 
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What countl^fe sunkitiidM not aofy Uanfi^ 

But deeply difappoiut as» bjr dieir deatiis f 

Tho* great our forroWy greater our Turprise, 
Like other tyrants, tUatb delights to {wkt^ 

What, fmitten, moft prodaimB the pride of pow¥S 

And arbitrary nod. Hi< yxf ropreme> 

To bid the wretch fiimive i^:foitaDate } 

The feeble wrap th* athletic in i&k fliroud ; 
And weeping fath«r« bniU fteir childreifs tomb : 

Me Thine, NitiR^tj^ 9ik l-^^ — What tho' Oiort thy date f 

Virtue^ not ro\}ifiig fiias, the mind niatuiVB. 
That life is long,. wlu«}i at (wen iife^s great end. 
The time t)iat.)mrtino:£niit;idfercrve< no name i 
The man of wifdosp: isi4|Blfaa&.ef 'yean. 
In hoary youth MsTHuhAXBif a )itay die ; 
OjM^^jl^ttd on their £att*ii«g t<imbs f 

N A R c 1 8 s A^s y&mib has le£tir M me thas far. 
And can her gdny ^e tooiMel tbo ? 
That, like the Jew faiii'd oracle of gems. 
Sparkles inftruaiMk^? MrR'as tirfows new ligh^ 
AtkiLhf«tL%'n^i\it diierader if' dtathf ^ ' 

111 known to tkee, IiOrbnz'o f fbi's thy vaunt : 
*' Give death his dae» the wretelied, and tlie old f 
•^ Ev*n let him fweep hii r^bbiih to the grave i" 
" Let him not violate kind nattre's laws, ' * ' 
'' But own man born to /rV#» «8 WeB as dhT* 
Writched and 9ld thou giv*ft him \ joung and gi^ 
He takes ; and plunder is a tyrant's joy. 
What if I prove, •* The fartheft from the fiar, 
** Are often neareil to |he Jfrch of Fate^?* 

G 4 Alt 
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All, moreihtacoaiiiioii, tnemieM aa en^* 
A blaze betokens brevity of li/e : 
As if bright embers fhonld emit a flame. 
Glad fpirits fpaiUed from Narcissa^s eye. 
And made yonth younger, and tanght life to live: 
As nature^s oppofites wage eodlefs war, 
Jor (hu ofFence, as treafon to the deep 
Inviolable ilupor of his reign. 
Where lufi^ and tarbalent imHtini, fleep, 
Dioih took fwift vengeance. Ai he lifedetefts^ 
More life is iliil more odiooi ; and, reduced 
By conqoeft, aggrandizes more bis pow'r. 
But wherg/ori aggrandized ? By heav'n*8 deeree^ 
To plant the foul on her eternal gaaid. 
In awefol expe^tion of oar end. 
IT^tf/ runs death's dread conuniflion: ** Strike, hvitji^ 
" As moil alarms the living by the dead.** 
Hence ftratagim delights him, cad farfHx4t, 
And cruel fport with man*t fecoritiei. 
Not fimple con^neft, triumph is Ui asm 1 
And, where leaft fear*d, there eonqneft triamphflmot. 
^hii proves my. bold aflertkm not too bold. 

What areL^/i.>rts to. lay our fears afleep \ 
Tilerian wta\M purpofes wrap up 
In deep diffimnlation> darkeft night. 
Like princes nnconfipft in foreign courts. 
Who travel under cover, dioih aflumes 
The name and look of Hft^ and dwells among us. 
He takes all fliapes that ierve his bUck defigos: 
Tho' matter of a wider empire far . 

Than 



Than that, a*er whiid^ At^ltomam m^tiff9f% 
Like NirOf he*8 a fidler* diarioleer. 
Or drives his pboit^mt in ivoskt giiiTe i* 
Quite unfafpe^edy till, the wheel beaealk». 
His difarray*d oblaticm he deTOors. 

He moft affeds the forms^eaft like himfelfi 
His deader felf. Hence bnrfy corpolente 
Is his familiar wear, and ileek difguife. 
Behind the rofy bloom b* loves to lark»< 
Or ambaih in a fokile} or wanton dive-* 
In dimples deepi ; ., love's eddaoB, . which draw in^ 
Unwary hearts, and iVnk thtm mtdefpair.. > 

Such, . ontNAiicxss A*s -cotioh^ he loiter*d long 
Unknown; and,. whenideMded, ftili was feen 
To fmiie ; fuch. peace has innocence in death ! 
Moft happ^r thej;^? whom 4eaft his arts deceive.; 

One eye ovbdeOik^ and one fall fix'd on Am^» 

Becomcts a-^nwtal,^ and immortal manv 

Long on his wiles a piqa'd and jealous fpy;. 

Tve feen, or dreamt 1 ^w, the tyrant drefi i 

Lay hf his honors, and pot on his fmfles; 

Say, mufe, for thoa remember^ft, call it back, . 

And ihew Loren zo the farprifing fcene i 

If .*twas a dream) his genius can explains 
•Twas ina circle of the. gay I -ftood. 

Diotb would have entered ^ Nature pufiit him teck t,- ' 

Supported by a dodor of renown^ ' 

His point he gain*dv Then artfnlly di/rkift 

The fage ; for ikiub defign*d to be conceal*<L • 

H€<|;^Ye^an old vivacious j/»m* 

G 5 I&' 
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His meagre AffAQ* «iid Ui ii»k«l bonei ;. 
' In gratitade for plumpiag up Ui pmy^ 
A pamper d ffeniibr^\ wbofe faotaik aifi 
Wellfa(bion*d %»«» and cociMided brow« 
He took in change, and anderncath t^ prido: 
Of Goftly linen^ tufik'd bii iilth^ ikroud. 
His crooked bow he ftraiien'd to a, ca«e ;. 
And hid his deadly ifaafcs ia My&a's eyc> 

(The. dreadful mafqociradery. tkos equipt,. 
OQC-fallies on adventoras. Ale you where ?' 
Where, is he not ? For his peculiar haonts. 
Let this fuffice % fure as sight follows day. 
Death treads \Xifkafitri% iootfteps fonnd the worlds. 
When flepfiirt treads the paths, vidiiek ru^ fliOBa» 
Whfsn, agaiaft nt^w^ ria* flints the door, 
^ And^gai/^j fupplies th^ place* of Jhifi, 
I Then, foremoft 4t the baiiquet^ and the ball», 
' Beailf leads the dapce^ or. danps tht 4«idly die ;. 
; Mpr ever fails the midnight \fow\ lo ^wn» 
I Gaily caronfing to U» gay copqMersj 
' Ikiy he laaghs, tp fee them lao^ a^ bimi 
^ As abfent far : And whMi the revel bares, 
;> Whtn/ear is baniiht, and uiivnpjiant thongbt^ 
• Calling for all ^e joys be^^tb the moQB» 
^ Againfi him. turns the kqy ; and bids him fuptt 
With th^ir progenitors— He drops his maik ; 
Frowns oat at full ; th^y flait, defjj^, e^tpirep 
Scarce wirii more.fndden terror and forprizet 
F^rom his black mafque of nitre, tooch'd by ifw, 
Ho^barfts, exj^and^^ rojicp, lijia9<a» and devomrs. . 

Amlj 
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And is not diu triuipiphAat tieschery. 
And more than fimfU coutpufti in the fiend I 

And now, Lorenso. doft tbou WJ^ thy foul. 
In ibft fecurity, becanfe nnknown 
Which moment is commiflioB*d tpdeftroy ?' 
In deatlPz uncertainty thy dibgor lies. 
Is tUath uncertain ? Therefore Thou be £xt i^ • 
Fixt as a centinel, ^ eye^ all ear. 
All expectation qi the. oomtag foe. 
Roufe, ftand in arms, nor lean againft thy fpeari' 
LeA ilumber ileal one moment o'er thy foal^ 
And fati furprize thee nodding, W^h, be ftrong $ 
Thus^give each (jfiy t£e msrST .ftn4 .renown*. , 
Of dying well ; tho^ doom*d but once to die* 
Nor let lifers ftnoi, hidden fas from moft) 
Hide too from Thee the precious vfe of lifik 
/ Early, notfadden, wasNARcnsA's fate. 

I Soon, not furprifing, iteuh his vilit paid. 

/ Her thought weac forth to meet him qb hirwayi. 

) Nor gaietj forgot it was to die. » 

I Tho' firtuni too (our third and final theme)*. 
Ab an accomplice, {day*d her gaudy plumeB*' 
And vt^rf glittering gewgaw> on her fight. 
To dazzle, and debauch it from its mark. 
Diatb'% dreadful advent is the mask of map y. 
And ev*ry thought that nu&s it^.is Uind« 
Eortunir.^\i)^ youth zn<i gaiety^ confpir'd' 
To weave a trifk wreath of happinefs 
(If happinefs on earth) to crown her bfO«r. 
And coold duitb clttfgctliio' fuch n^ibipin&fbieU ^' ' / 
G. 6 That: 



^gZ ^be C t)T« P I; A- 1 N T^ Night 5^ 

That ibimng &reld iimttf tiie tyrant*^ fpear> 
AHf to dampbur devatedai ins. 
And flrongly preaichhttmili^ to maa^ 
O how portentous is proljpenty ! "^ ' 
How, comet-like, k threatens, while it Ihines f* 
Few years bat yield us proof of deatb't ambition^ 
To coll his viakns frooEi the faireft fold; 
And Iheath his fhafts in all the pride of life. 
When flooded with abundance^ parpled o*er 
With recent honour, bloom'd with ev*ry blifr,. 
Set up in oftentation, made the gaze. 
The gaudy centre, of the. public eye, 
When fortune thus has tofs'd her child iui.ur* 
Snatcht from the covert of an humble ftate. 
How often have I feen him dropt at once. 
Our morning^s envy I and our ev'ning*s figh h* 
As if her bounties were the fignal giv*n. 
The flow'ry wreath to mark the facrifice. 
And cal) death's arrows on the deftin'd prey. 
Hi^ fortune feems in cruelleague withyZi/^*. 

A Ik you for what ? To give his war on man. 

The deeper dread, and more ilbiftrious fpoil ; ^ 

Thus to keep daring mortals more in awe. 

And buri&s Lorcnzo flill for the fublime . 

Of life ? to hang his airy neft on high. 

On the flight timber of the topmoft boug1i>, 

Rockt at each breeze, and menacing a fall ? 

Granting grim death at eq^ual diftance there ; . 

Yet feace begins juft where amhition ends. 

What makes: man, wretched ? Happineft durfi? 

LoAR|«zofc 
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IiOMNfto! nQ:Tift^)iappiiie(t iifimiii^ 

iii comes too meanly dieft to win oar fmikf 

And calls herfelf C^tHiMt, a homely name ! 

Our flame WtranJ^ortf and cMinti onr fcorm 

JmUtion tarnsy and (huts the door againftlier^. 

And wedsK a iml^ a Hmptfit in^ h^r fteadi^ , 

A Umpeft to warm irat^fort near of kin.. 

Unknowing what oar mortal llate admits^. 

Life's modeft joys we ruin, while, we raife ;«; 

And all our ecibdies are wounds to4>eace j. 

Peace, the full portion of mankind below« 

And fince thy peace is dear, ambitious youth !t 
Of fortune Jond ! as thoughtlefs of thy fate ! • 
As late I drew deatlf% pi^lure^ to ftir up 
Thy wholfome fears $- now, drawn in contraft» fec.« 
Gay fortun^^t thy vain hopes to reprimand. . 
See, high in. air, the fportive goddefs hangs, 
Unlocks, her caftet, fpreads her gUtt'ring ware,. 
And calls the giddy wands to puff abroad: 
Her random jbonnties o*er^e gajHng durongt 
All ruih rapacious; friends o'er trodden friends i 
Sons o'er.their fathers, fubjeds o*er their kings, , 
P/i^fts o*er their.gods, and lovers o'er th^ fair, 
(Still m9rt ador'd) to /natch the golden (howV. 

Gold glitters moft^ where nnrtue (hines no more-; ; 
As ftars.firoA abfent funs have leave to.fhine. . 
O what a precious pack of votaries 
Unkenneirdfrom the piifops, andtheftews, . 
.Four in, all op'ning in- their idoFs praife I 
AUi arde&t> eye^eachwaft^reof her.hand^ 

And, 
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And» wide-expaHdiag their 90fMi<ia«j'awB». 
Morfel on moifd fwalipw down vmchew^d,. 
Untafted, thro* nadappottus fbr more; 
Gorg'd to the throat, yet kao and rav'notts ililh 
SagacioDs AlU to tsace the fflullcft gaaie. 
And bold to feize the greateft. If (Ueft chance \ ) 
Coart-zephyrs fw.aetly. breathe, they laonch, theyfljr^ 
O'erjttft, o'erOicred* all forbidden gfodnd. 
Drank with the borntng fcent of place or pow'i^ 
Staanch to the feot of liiciVr till th^ die. 

Or, if for men yoa take .them* as I mtrk 
Their manners, thoo thidir varspsa fa«es furrejr*. 
With aim mi(«m6afur*d, and impetpeesfpeed^ 
Somi darting, ftrike their ardent wiih far off,.. 
Thro* fery to pollefs it : S^pte faeceedt 
But llamble, and let fall the uken pris^ 
Erom /omy by fu^den Uafti, 'tit whid'd away^ 
And lodg'd in bofonifi that ne'er dreamt of gaia^ 
To /om it fticki focfefe, that, wbeatorn off,. 
Torn is the man* and mortal is the woeod,. 
Some, o'i|r-eBaq(lOA»r*d of their bagi,.ren mad. 
Groan ui\der gold, yel,weep for want of bread. 
Together ^tf (unhappy rivals- f ) feize. 
And rend abundance into poverty ; 
' Loud croaks the raven of the law, and fmiks : 
Smiles too the goddefs; but fmiles sAOft at thofis^ 
(Juft victims of exorbkantdelire! ) 
Who periih at their own requeft, and, whelm'd. 
Beneath her load of laviih grants, expire, 
Fortune is famous fof . her wimbeu (lain,,. 

Zhet 



The number kMaU, wUib)MfpiQers«iA bttr. 
Tho' varimt hi % wliilft d»ir. fiMffi j^ al laft* 
One carfe involv«9 ttuem all : A( deadi'i approach^ 
All read their riches backward into lofs, 
And moarn,.in }^ft proportion to their ftore. 

And. ^feati's approach. (if orthodox my fong];! 
Is hailen*d by the lttr« oi. fortunes ftules. 
And art thou ftill a glutton of bi%;ht gold ^ 
And art thou ftill rapacious of thy rain ? 
Diatb loyet a ihining mark, a fignal blow ;; 
A blow,, which, while it exccutis, alarms ^ 
And ftartles thonfands with a fingle fall. 
As when fome ftately growth of oak, or pii|t» 
Which nods aloft, and piQudly fprefid^ her Aadi^ 
The fun's defiance and the flock's df fenae $ 
By the ftrong flrokes of. laboring hinds fobdn'd^ 
Loud groans her laft^ and^ ruflung from her htSgb^, 
In cumbrous ruin, thunder* to the ground : 
The confcious for^ trembles at the (hock. 
And hill, and ftream, ^ndrdiftant dale, refound, 

Thefe high aim'd dat t» o£ ^kaih, and thcfis aIo«t^;* 
S^hottld I colleA» my quiver would be ML 
A quiver, which, ftt%aaded in mid air, 
Or near leaT.Vs «rri^, in the zodiack, hung^ 
(JSo coald it. b«) JbouU.^%vt the puhtic ^ye. 
The gaz£ and contemplatian of mankind I 
A conftellation aweful, yet benign. 
To guid« the gt^ through life's tempeftuous wave r 
Hot (aSfix them to ftrike tke common rock, 

•• From^ 
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^- From greater danger to grow more fecure, 
^ And, wrapt in happineftf forget their fate;** 

Lysander* happy paft the common lot^ 
Was wam'd of danger, but too^^t; to fear. 
He woo*d the fair Astasia s She was kind : 
In yoathy form, fortone, fame, they both were bleft:: 
All who knew, envy'd * yet in envy lov'd : 
Can fancy form more finifht happinefs ?' 
Eixt was the nuptial hoar. Her ftately dome 
Rofe on the ibunding beach. The glittering fpires . 
Float in the wave» and break againft the (here : 
So break thofe glittering fhadows, human joys. 
The faithlefs morning finil'd : he takes his leave. 
To re-embrace, in ecftafies, at eye. 
The rifing^ftorm forbids. The news arrives t 
Untold, (he faw it in her fervant's eye. 
She felt it Teen (her heart was apt to feel) j 
And, drown'd^ without the ftlrions ocean's aid; , 
In fttiFocating forrows, ihares his tomb. 
Now, round the fomptoous, bridal monument 
The. guilty billows innocently- roar { 
And the rough. Tailor paffing^ drops a tear, . 
A tear ^-*C an tears fnffice-?'*— But not for mf^ 
How vain^pnCiCffbrts ! - and ouc arts, how vain ( ' 
The Jifiant UaJn of. thought I took^ to (hunt 
Has thrown me on my fatc—fAs/^-dy'd together a > 
Happy in ruin ! undiv^rc^d by death I • ' 
Or neer to meet, or ne'er to part, is peace—* 
KAfti:i8£4J Pity bleeds at thought of thee» 
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Yet tfaoa waft only near me ; not mf/ei/. 
Survjve ngfdff — ^bat cnrCB all other woe, 
Narcissa lives; Philakdbr is fofgot* 
O the^ foft commerce 1 O the tender tyes, 
Clofe-twiiled with the fibres of the heart I 
Which^ broken, break them ; and drain off the foul 
Of human joy ; and make it pain to live— 
And is it then to live ? when^ciHriends part, 
'*Tis the furvivor dies— My heart, no moret "^ 




NIGHT 



■ w iwi'i I— nr*^*>* 



NIGHT the SIXTH. 



THB 



INFIDEL Reclaimed. 



inn 




N I G H T the S I X T H. 

THE 

INFIDEL Reclaimed, 

IN TWO PARTS. 

Containing 

^be Nature, Proof, and Importance^ 
of IMMORTALITY. 

PART THE FIRST. 

y^fbore, ftmong other things^ Glory and Riches ar« 
pardcuiarly conddered. 

TotheRlGHTHoNOVHABLB 

H E N R r P E L H A M, 

Firft Lord CoMutssiONEitoftheTRBA surt, 
and C H A N c E L L o R of the £ X C H E (^U B R. 

------ I - " . .,. - ,1 

PREFACE. 

TpE W ages have Bum dtefn' in di/pute about nJigion^ 
than this. The Jifpute ahout religion^ and the pradia 
•f itf feldom go together, , The Jhorter^ therefore^ the dif- 
futfi the better, I think it may be reduced to this Jingle 
queftiont Is man immortal, or is he not? If he. is not ^ aU 
•ur dij^utes arftmre amuftnuntSi or triab effiill. In this 
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€qfu tenth*, rea&n, religiony nnbicb gisa our difiaxt/es 
'Jket pom^Mf^fikptmtjii, wrt (Vi njoHl hejbtnnn) mere empty 
J^ttndSi ^^hfmtofiy meaning in th^rn. But rfman Ui mmr^ 
talf it nvtU behove him to he very/erious about eternal con ^ 
Jefueei^s ;. pr^ in otjftr fvords^ to be truij reliffout. And thie 
great fundamental truth , uneftahl^ed, or unawakend in the 
minds of men t is, I conceive f the real fource andfupport of 
4^1 our infidelity % hanu remote fo^ver the paectic^Jar^obj^Si^s 
^^ancedmesn fiemd^befrom it. . 

Senfible appearances aj^c^ mofi men much more than A* 
firad reaAuiitgs^i mdm/e dkHj fee fapdieflk/r^ around ue, 
hut the foal is invijible. The power vohich inclination ha$ 
•over the judgment^ isgreetter than can be well conceived bf 
tbfji, that , jt4cy W had afhoefpei^ce of itf ^md pfmoh^ 
numbers is it the fad itetere^f thpt pulsfitonldm^jtfurvive / 
7he heat£en ivorlJ conf^dt that they rather ht^^, than 
firmly hfX^tA knikorialiiy ! And how nmnf heathens have 
we fill amongfi us I The f acred peige e^ure us^ that Ufg aefd 
immortality is brought to light by the Go/pel: but by how 
many is the Gofpel reje^ed^ or overlooked ! From thefe confi* 
derations, andjrom my being, accidentally, privy to thefen' 
timents. of fome particular, perfims, Ihave^ beenJongperfuaded, 
thatmoft, if not all, our infidels, fnvhateveretame they take, 
emd whatever fc heme, for argument' sfah»aind to Jteepihem' 
f elves in countenance f they patronize) are fupported injbeir 
deplorable errors byfome doubt of their immortality, /?/ the 
bottom* Andlamfatiified^ that men onee thoroughly convinced 
of their immortality^ are not far from being Chrifiians. Eor 
Ht is hard to conceive t that a man fully confcious eternal 
pain or hafpinefs will certainly be his lotyfikuldnot eamefUy, 
eind impartially, inquire after the furefi means of ef coping 
one, and fscuring the other. And offuch an earneft and im^ 
partial inquiry, I well know the confejuence. 

Here, 
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H^f ibifiifiri^ hifrooftfAismoJffititdaihintatirutb^ 

fome plain arglmiuis mr$ •fepei\ argununts dirhotd frtm ' 

frittciples whkh hfikU itdmi in itmmm ooM ttUtvers ; 

argumtttU^ nvhki ^tppear to ineak^^her irrtjf^HU; snd 

/uch as, lamjai^fiid^ wi/i Ad^tf gt^emt ^migbtwitb «//, 

who give tbemfeUviS tbifinaU trovhlt eflwHug/sri^mfyhta 

their ewn bo/oMs^ and rfehjer'vmg, nfiithaw^ tokrabie degree 

efatftiition, ivbat daily pajfes roundabout tben^in t^e world* 

1/ fome arguments Jball^ kerc, oaur, lubicb otbers bawe de^ 

dined J tbey ari/ulmitted^ witb all deference^ toietterjudg* 

ments in tbis, of all fiints tbe moft important. For, as' to 

the Being ofmGod^ ibai is tn longer difputed y but it is an- 

difputedfor tbis reafon onfy ; viz. becamft nubero tbe leaf pre- 

tenceto reafiso is admit tMd, itmnfifonvenbe imdifimtable* 

And of conftqmncen^man can ie betri^d inta n el^^i of 

that nature by vanity ; nvbicb bae a princif^d Jbare in am-' 

snating our modem combatants iigainji otber articles of our 

Belief . 



SHE* (for I know not yet her name in &eav'i^) 
Notearly, likeNARCissA, left the fcene, } 
Nor furfdcn, like Philander. What avail ? 
This feeming mitigation but inflames ; 
This fenfy'd med'cine heightens the difeafe. 
The longer known, the clofer dill (he grew ; 
And gradual parting is a gradual death. 
'Tis the grim tyrant's engine, which extorts. 
By tardy prefiure's ftilUincreaiing weight, 
from hardeft hearts, confeffion of difirefs. 

• Referring to Night the fiftht 

O the 
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O the long, dark approach throogh years of pi^n. 
Death's gallVy ! (might I dare to call it fo) 
With difmal domhtf and fable terror^ hung) 
Sick hpis pale lamp its only glimmering ray : 
There* fate my melancholy walk ordain'd, 
Forbid ftlf^kvi itfelf to flatter, there. 
How oft I gaz*d, prophetically fad ! 
How oft I faw her dead* while yet in fmiles f 
' Ih fmiles (he fank her^ grief to leiTen mint, 
She fppke me comfort, and increas'd my pain* 
Like powerful armies trenching at a town, 
By flow, and filent, but refiftlefs fap. 
In his pale piogrefs geody gaining ground, 
Detub urgM his deadly fiege ; in fpite of art. 
Of all the balmy bleffings nature lends 
To fucconr frail humanity. Ye flars ! 
(Not Tioyfjirft made familiar to my flght) 
And thou, O moon ! bear witnefs ; many a night 
He tore the pillow from beneath my head, 
Ty!d down my fore attention to the fliock. 
By ceafelefs depredations on a life 
Dearer than that he left me. Dreadful pott 
Of obfervation ! darker evVy hour ! 
Lefs dread the day that drove me to the brink. 
And pointed at eternity below ; 
When my foul fliuddex*d at futurity i 
When, on a moment's point, th' important dye 
Of life and death fpun doubtful, e'er it fell. 
And tttrn*d up life; my title to more woe. 
Bnt why more woe ? More comfort let it be. 

Nothing 



Nothing is dead, but that which wifhM to die $ . 
Nothing » d(tfad, but wretchednefs and pain { 
Nothing is dead» but what incumberM> gall'd, 
filock'd up the pafs, ahd barfd from reai life, 
Wheie dwells /*i«f witfi moft ardent of the wife F 
Too dark the f(m to JAie it 1 higheft (lar^ 
Too low to rca^h it| dtath^, great hdihiXonty 
O'er ftars and fflii, tivoti^phaiity latids us there. 

Nor dreadful oar tranfitkn^ tho' the mind 
An art! (I at creating felf- alarms. 
Rich in expedients for inquietude. 
Is prone to paiftt it dreadful. '^'Who can take 
DeaiF% portrait true ? The tyrant nev'^r Ji/. 
Our Iketch all random ftrokes, conjedure all ; 
Clofe flittts Ac grave, nor tells one fingle tale. 
Death f and his image riimg in the brain. 
Bear faint refemblance ; never ate alike ; 

; Fear (hakes th« f^ndX^i fancy lOvcs excefs^ 

! Dark ignorance is lavifti- of her JQiades : 
And tbefe the formidable pi&ure dr^w* 

" Bat grant the worft ; 'tis pall ; new profpeds rife ; 
And drop a veil eternal o^'er her tomb. 
Far other views dur contemplation claim. 
Views that overpay the rigors of our life i 
Views that fufpend our agonies in death. 
Wrapt in the thought of immortaVrty^ 
Wrapt in the fingle, the triumphant thought \ 
Long life might lapfe, age uitperceiv'd cokne dn y 
And find the foul uafatid tvith her theme. 
Its nautn^ fmf^' k^Hokce^ fi^e my fong. 
Vol. III. H O 
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t> that my fong could emulate my fool. I * 

Like h6r, immortal. No !-^the foul difdains 

A mark fo mean ; far nobler hope inflames ; 

If endlefs ages can outweigh an hour. 

Let not the laureit but the palm^ infpire. 

Thy nature^ im mortali ty ! who knows ? 
And yet who knows it not ? It is but life 
In ftronger thread of brighter colour fpun. 
And fpun for ever ; dipt by cruel fate 
In Stygian dye, how hlackt how brittU here! 
How fhort our correfpondence with the fun ! 
And while it lafb, inglorious \ Our beft deeds. 
How wanting in their weight ! Our higheft joys 
Small cordials to fupport us in our paiib 
And give us ftrength to fuffer. But \i07i grea$ 
To mingle intVefts, converfe, amities. 
With all the fons of refifin^ fcatter*d wide 
Thro' habitable fpace, where*ever bom, 
Howe'er endow'd ! To live free citizens 
Of nniverfal nature ! To lay hold 
By more than feeble /aitif on the Supreme ! 
To call heav*n*s rich unfathomable mines 
(Mines, which fupport archangels in their ftate) 
Our own ! To rife in fcience„ as in blifs. 
Initiate in the fecrets of the ikies ! 
To read creation ; read its mighty plan 
In the barebofom of the Deity ! 
The plan, and execution, to collate ! 
To fee, before each glance of piercing thought. 
All eloud^ all fliadow, Uown remote ; and leave 

Ne 
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Ko xnyftery-^ot that of Lore Di? ine, 

Which lifts lis on the feraph'a flaming wiogp 

From earth's aceUamff, this field of bloody 

Of inward anguiih, and of outward iH, 

Frpm darknefsy and from daft, to /ucb a {cene f 

Love's element ? true joy's illuftrious home ! 

From earth's fad contraft (now deplor'd) more fair f 

What exquifite viciflitade of fate I 

Bleft abfolntion of otfr blackeft hour f 

Lorenzo, thefe are thoughts that make man Man^ 

The wife illumine, aggrandize the great. 

How Great (while yet we tread the kindred, clod. 

And ev'ry moment fear to fink beneath 

The £lod nvitxtzd ; foon trodden by oar fons) 

How great, in the. wild whirlof /m/i purfuits. 

To ftop, and paufe, inyol¥*d in high pr^age. 

Thro* the long vifto of a thoafand yean. 

To ftand contemplating our diftant felves. 

As in a magni fyjng m irror feen, 

Enlarg'd,'^noblcd,*Elcvate, Wyine ! 

To^prbphefy our own futarities ; 

To gaze in thought on what all thought tranfcends ! 

To talk, with fellow -candidates, of joys 

As far beyond conception as defert, 

OurfeWes th' aftonifli'd talkers, and the tale I 

LoRiNZo, fwells thy bofom at the thought f 
The fwell becomes thee : 'Tis a»^oneft pride. 
Revere thyfelf ;— and yet thy felf defpife. 
His nature bo man can o*er-rate ; and non^ 
Can under-fate his merit. TiJce good heed, 

Hz Ner 
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Kor there be mcfdeft» wliere ihoa HuwUft be proud ; 

That almoll ^niverfal enor fhim. 

How juji oiir pride^ whca we behold tb^ hetghts { 

Not thofe ambitUn paints in air, bnt dib(e 

Reofin points out, and ardent virtu$ gains i . 

And angels emulate ; onr pride how j-uft ! 

When mount we ? When theft Aiacfcks oft ? When qiik 

This cell of the creation ? This fia«ll neft^ 

Stuck in a comer of tl\e univerTe* 

Wrapt op in fleecy cloud, and fine-fpun^^air ? 

Fine-fpun to fenfe ; but jrofs and feculent ' 

To fouls celeilial; fouls ordain'd to breathe 

Ambrbfial gales, and drink a purer (ky ; 

Greatly triumphant on tim\ farther ihore» 

Where njirtme reigns, enrich'd with full arrears i 

While pomp imperial begs an alms of peace. 

In empire hig^, or in proud fdenoe deep. 
Ye born of eiuih ! on what can you confer^ 
With half the dignity, .with half the gain. 
The guft, the glow of rational delight. 
As on this theme, which angels praife and fliare? 
Mart's fates and favoars are a theme in heaven. 

What wretched repetition doys ns bertf 
What periodic potions for the fick ! ^ 
DiHemper'd bodies ! and difte«per*d minds ! 
In an Bttf'mtj^ what fcenes {hall Arikel . ^ 
Adrenturea thicken I novelties foprize! 
What webs of wonder fliall unravd, there ! 
What full day pour on all the paths of heaves. 
And light th' Aimsgbty's footfteps in the deep ! 

How 
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How (hall the blefTed day of oar difcharge 

Unwifid, at once, the kbynnths of fate. 

And ibraiten its inextricable^jnaze/ ^ 
If inextifiguifliable thkft la man 

To know ; how rich, how fttU, our banqaet then I 

There, not the moral world alone unfolds ; 

The world material, lately ften 10 ihades, 

And^ in thofe (hades, by fragments only feen. 

And feen thofe ibgments by the laVring eye. 

Unbroken, then, illaftrious, and intire. 

Its ample fphere, its unlverfal frame. 

In full dimenfions, fwells to the furvey ; 

And enters, at one glance, the ravliht figjit. 

From fome fuperior point (where, who can tell ? 

S uffice i t, ^t fe a point wher e g ods rcfidcl_^ 

How ihall the Granger man s illuminM eye. 
In the vaft ocean of unbounded fpace. 
Behold an infinke of fixating worlds 
Divide the chryda} Waves of Ether pure. 
In endlefs voyage, without port ? The leaft 
Of thefe difTemiftated drbs, how great ! 
Great as they are, what numbers Thefe furpafs. 
Huge, as Le'uiathan, to that fmall race, 
Thofe twinkling multitudes of little life. 
He fwallows unperceiv'd ! Stupendous Thefe ? 
Yet what are thefe flupendous to the lohole ? 
As particles, as atoms ill-perceiv'd ; 
As circulating globules in our veins ; 
So vaft the. plat Fecundity divine! 
Exab'rant Source! perlia|>s, I wrong thee ftilL 

H 3 .1^ 
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If admiration is a fource of joy, ' 

What tranfpof t hence \ Yet this the Icaft in he aven,^ 
What this to that illuflrious robe He wears. 
Who tod this mafs of wonders from his hand, 
A fpecimen, an earned of his power ? 
'Tis, to that glory, whence al] glory flows. 
As the mead's meaned fiow^et to the fun. 
Which gaye it Birch. But what, tliis fan of heaven ? 
This blifs fupreme of the fupremely bled ? 
Death, only death, the quedion can refoke. 
By death) cheap*boaght th' ideas of our joy j ,^ 
The hare ideas! Solid happinefs^ 
So didant from its diadow chas*d below. 

And chafe.we dill the phantom thro* th^ dre. 
O'er bog, and brake, and precipice, till death \ 

And toil we dill for fubl unary pay ? 

Defy the dangers of the field and dood, 

Or, fpider-like, fpin oat our priecious All» 

Our more than vitals f|>in (if no regard 

To great futurity) in curious webs 

Of fubtle thought, and exquifite dcfign ; 

(Fine net>work of the brain ! ) to catch a dy ! 

The momentary buz of vain renown ! 

A name! a mortal immortality? 

Or (meaner dill ! ) indead of grafping air. 

For fordid lucre plunge we in the mire ? 

Drudge, Aveat, thro' ev>y diame, for evVy gain* 

For vile contaminating tradi ; throw ap 

Our hope in heav'n, our dignity with man ? 

And deify the dirt, matnr'd to gold ? 

JtmtitioMg 
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AmUtionf at/^cii the two daemons thefe. 
Which goad thro' •^v'ry ilotegh oar human herd, - 
Hard-traveird from the cradle to the grave. , 
How low the wretches ftoop ! How fieep they climb ! 
Thefe damons burn manlnnd ;* but moil poiTefs 
Lorenzo's bofom, arid turn out the ikies. 

Is it in eijnito kide itetnityf 
And why not in an atom on the (hore. 
To cover ocean ? or a mote, the f unY ' 
Glory and ^utalth! have they this blinding powV ? 
What if to them 1 prove Lorenzo blmd ? 
Would it furprife thee ? Be thou then furpris'd ; 
Thou neijh^ know'ft : Their nature learn front me. 

Mark well, as foreign ai thefe jkhjeHs feen^ 

What dofe connexion ties them to my theme. 

Fijrft, what is trtu ambition ? The purfuit ' . 

Of glory, nothing; Ufi dian*man can ihare. 

Were they as vain, as gaudy -minded man. 

As flatulent with fames of felf-app1aufe» 

Thdf arts and conqueils mmmmU might boaft. 

And claim their Znttr// crowns, as well as We; 

But not ceieftiaL Here we Hand alone ; 

As in our form, diftindt, pre-elhinent ; 

If prone in thought, our ftature is our (hame ; 

And man (hould blufh, his forehead meets the ilciet. 

The 'vifihle and frefent are for bmtes, 

A flender portion I and a narrow bound ! 

Thefe reafon^ with an energy divine, 

O'erleaps ; and claims tht/utare and un/een; 

The vafi unfecn ! the future fathomlefs f 

H 4 When 
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When tbe great ibul bnoyA qp -ta tUi h^ yfUAt^ 
Leaving ^ob tiatfn'^ {^it%M» bdAHS 
Then, and then oo]y« ^ifaMi^s ofl^pring ^6 
The Oige and hero of the fiekii and woo49» 

Aflerts his rank« and rifes ioto^jp^i}* 

* 

TUfis is ambition : This is iui^$m fire* 

Can part J ox plact (two bold pre(f «4ert f > aake 
LoiENzo greaty and plud^ bin;i from (he throfig ? 

Genius and ^/, ambitioA*s fc|0$Apd wings. 
Our boaft biix ill deferre. A ftehle aid ! 
Dedaiian engi^Vy \ If Theie ajooe 
Affift onr fiighc, /tfsr^'s flight l^ghty't ftH. 
Heart Qierit wanxing, mo^t wt pe'er ft Ugh, 
Our height is but the gibbet of pur name. 
A celebrated wretch, when I behdd, 
When I behold a genios bng}it» and hafa, 
pf row'^nng talent?, and temdria] aims ; 
Methip.ks 1 fee, as thrown from her h^gh fphere. 
The glorious fragments o£ a fo^i immortal. 
With rubbiih mixt, and gl|t&'rii»g in the du^ 
Struck at the fplendid, melancholy fight. 
At once compaffion foft, and wrty, rife — -■ 
But wherefore envy ? Talents angel-bright. 
If wanting worth, ^re (hining infljrui;Dents 
In falfe ambition's hand, to finilh faults 
Illudribus, and give infamy renown* 

Great /// i« an atchiovement of great ^^^wVi, 
Plain fenfe but rarely le^ds us far aftray. 
Rtflfjn the means, affeSlom chufe our end; 
Means have no merits if our end amiis. 

If 
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If wrong our hearts, o«r keikds ace right in vain ; 
What is a Pelham'» hoad^-to Pai.H am*8 heart ? 
Hearts are propri^rs of allapplaofe. 
Right cnds> oauTjoieanay make wifdom : WorMIj^wiie 
Is but i^tf^-witted, at its highefi praife. 

Let genisis then defpair to make thee great 4 
Nor flatter JIation : What is fiatioa high ? 
^Tis a proud mendicant^ it boails, and begs ; 
It begs an alms of homa^ fipom the throng. 
And oft the throx^ denies its charity. 
Monarchs and minitors, are aweful names i 
Whoever wear them, challenge oor devoir. 
Religion* publick order, both exa& 
External hoxnz%^t and a fiipplc kaee^ 
To beings pospoi^fly (eft op, to ferve 
The meaneil Have ; all mure is merit's doe, 
}Ier facred and inviolable rig|it > 
Nor ever paid the mouarth^ but the nmn. 
Our hearts ne*er bow but to faperioY %Mr/^ » 
Nor ever fail of their allegpance there^ 
Fools, indeed, drop the mai^ in their accJent^ 
And vote the uumtk ipto mijeft/* 
Let the fmall fanjage .ho»& his filver fur ; 
His royal rpbe. unbomw'd^ and unbought^ 
His 9wut defcending fairly from his fires. 
Shall man be proud to wear his livery. 
And fouls in irmin foorn a fool without I 
Can place or leflcn as, or aggrandize ? 
PygrnieTare pygmies iUU, iho* percht on Ji^iS 
And^yramida suce iiyramids in vates^ 

H 5 Eadk 
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Back man makes his own ftatare, boilds himfelf : 
Virtue alone ootbaildsjihe fymmi^s: 
Her monaments il»U laft» yfhinEgypt*9 fall. 

Of thefe fure truths dolt chou demand the caafe ! 
The caufe is IcdgM in tmmortaltty. 
Hear, and aflent. Thy bofom burns for pow'r ; 
What ftation charms thee ? Til inflall thee there « 
*Tis thine. And art thou greater than before? 
Then thou before waft fomething lefi than man. 
Has thy new poft betray'd thee into pride ? 
That treach'rAns pride betrays thy dignity ; 
That pride defames hnmanity, and calls 
The being mean, which /^/f/ ox firings can raife. 
That pride, like hooded hawks, in darknefs foars. 
From blindnefs bold, and tow'ring to the ikies. 
'Tis born of ignorance, which knows not man : 
An angel's fecond ; nor his fecond, long. 
A Nero quitting his imperial throne. 
And courting glory from the tinkling firing. 
But faintly ihadows an immortal foul. 
With empire's ielf, to pride>,or I'apturei fir*d. 
If noUer motives minifier no core, 
£v'n vanity forbids thee to be vain. 

High worth is elevated place : "Tis more ; 
It makes the poll ftaml candidate for Thee ; 
Makes more than monarchs, makes an honell man ; 
Tho' no exchepier it commands, *tis wealdi ; 
And tho* it wears no riUand, *tis renown ; 
Renown, that would not quit thee, tho' difgrac*d, 
N<ur leave thee pendent on a mafter's fmile. 

Oiier 
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Other ambition if«/«r# intcrdifta ; . 

Nature proclaims it mofl; abAiid ia man. 

By pointing at hi& prig^o, .^nd end; 

Milky and a f^athe, ,at/rft^, his whole demand -, 

His whole domain, 4U lafi, a turf, or itone ; 

To whom* bettx/iin^ a world may feem too finall. 

Souls truly great dart forward on the wing 
Of juft ambition, to the grand refult. 
The curtain's fall ; then^ fee the buikind chief 
Unlhod behind this momentary fcene ; 
Reduced to his pwn flature, low or high* 
As vice, or virtue^ iinks him, or.fublimc^i 
And laugh at this fantallic mummery. 
This antic -prelude, of grotefque events. 
Where dwacfs are often flilted, and betray 
A littlenels of foul hy worlds o'er-rnn, • 

And nations laid in blood. Dread facrifice 
To Cbriftiau pride ! which had wi(h horror Aiockt 
The darkeft/0^«ir4, offeip^d to their gods. . 

O thott moft Cbrifiiau enemy to peace ! 
Again in arms; Again provoking fate ? 
That prince, and That alone, is truly great, 
Who draws the fword relu&ant, gladly iheatbs; 
On empire builds what empire far ootweighs, 
And makes his throne a fcaffbld to the ikies. 
f Why /i&ij fa rare ? Becaofe forgot of all 
The day of death ; that venerable day. 
Which fits as judge ; thatday, whidi (hall pronounce 
On all oiar days, abfolve thenC or condemn. 
LoacjfzOy nemihvit thy thought againfl it; ^ 

H 6 Be 
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Be U'vees ne'er fo full, afiwd it room. 
And give it audience i* tlo c^im^, ' 
T^friepd. confulted, flatteries apart. 
Will tell the^ fair, if tkou art great, or mean. 
To doat on aught tazy leave us, or be left. 
Is That ambition ? Then let flames ififiend. 
Point to th6 centre their inverted fpircs, 
And learn humiliation from a foul. 
Which boafts her liiiej^e from ccleftiaF fire. 
Yet tb^/e are they, the world pronotrnces wife ; 
The world which cancels natare^s right and tvrong. 
And calls ffMi^wifdom : Ev*n the grave man lends 
Hia folemn face, 10 eovBtenance the coin. 
Wifdom for parts, is madnefs for the whole. 
' Tnis damps the pavadox, and gives us leave 
To call the wifeft weak, the rieheft poor. 
The moil ambitious, unambittous, mean ; 
In triumph, mean > and abjefi, on a ^one. 
Nothing can make it lefs t^n mad in maii> 
To pift forth aU his ardor, all his art. 
And give his foul her full unbounded iight. 
But reaching Hims who gave her wings to^. 
When blind ambition quite miftakes her rostA^ 
And downward pores, for tk^t which ihiaea abM^ ^ 
Sabdantial happinefs, and true ccadwH ; ' 
Then, like an idiot, gaaing on the breoljc. 
We leap at flars, and faO:e» in the stud i 
At glory grafp, and fmk in infamy. 

Ambitiotil powerful iburce of good and iH f 
Thy itrengtih in miui^ like length of wii^ in btrdi» 

. . When 
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And fwifter flight tra^ifports ii» t» tlM ikies; 

By toys entangled^ or. ii^ gfiSt iMffltr'dt 

It tarns a curfe ; it is oar Cbau!, and feoorgey 

In this dark dungfont whffe cotsfiai'd ivelie, 

Clofe-grated b^ the fordid bars of ySn^; 

All profped of eterajty Ant out ; 

And, but for txecutiom^ ae*er fet free* 
With error in amkitku |ttftly ehargM, 

Find we Lorbuzo wifer in his wtMlei^? 

What if thy rental I reform l and draw 

An ]|}?enlory jrttv.to fee thee right ? 

Where, thy true trea&ort } GM £iy«, ** Not ill aie :** 

And, < ' Not i» ne/* the di'oMMid. GoM is poor i 

Itt£as infolTent: Seek it in thyfelf, 

Seek in tfey naked 61^ md find !t there ; 

In being Co defcended, form'd,. endowed ; 

Sky-b orn, lk^> guided, l^.yetnmhig i^ice f 

£re£t, immoft^^ n riodal^ j ivine ! 

Id fififiis Hdiich inherit eart^, and heaT*ns ; 

Enjoy the various riches nahire yields ; 

Far nobler ! ghve the lichcs Aey enjoy ; 

Give tafte to frotts 3 and karsiony to groves t 

Their radiant beans to gold, 4Md gokTs bright 6:0) 

Take io, at once, the hmdfcapeof the worM, 

At a fnnall inlet, which a grain might dofe. 

And half create the wondrous world they fee. 

O^x/enfes, as our rui/o»t' are divine. 

But for the magic organ^s powerM chanby 

Earth were a rude, wicdook^d chaosy fistt* 

Objem, 
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Ohji^s ut bat th' occafitfn ; oars th* .exfioit i 
Oars is the cloth, the pencil, and the paint. 
Which nacafe*s admirable piftaie draws; 
And beaatifies creation's ample doom. 
Like MiltottS E*oe^ when gazing on the lake, 
Man makes the matchlefs image, man admires. 
jSay then, Shall man, his thoughts all fcnt abroad, 
Superior wonders in himfelf forget. 
His admiration wafle on objeds round. 
When Heav'n makes him the fool of all he fees ? 
Abfurd I not rare ! fo great, fo mean, is ntan.* 

What wealth in/en/es fnch as thefe ! What wealth 
In fiutcy, fir*d to form a fairer icene 
. Thzn/en/i forve^s ! In menCrf% firm vecord. 
Which, ihoold it perift, could this world recall 
From the dark ihadows of overwhelming years \ 
In colours frelh, originally bright 
Preferve its portrait, and report iu fate ! 
What wealth in InttlltB^ that fovVeign pow r f 
Which y^/i/^, aodT^tr^, fummons to the bar; 
Interrogates, approfses, or reprehends ; 
And from the maTs thofe undtrlings import. 
From their materials fifted, and refin d. 
And in trutb^^ balance accurately we^h'd. 
Forms art^ and Jcience^ go'vemnunt^ and /mv % 
The folid bails, and the beauteous frame. 
The vitals, and the grace of ami life! 
And manners (fad es^ception! ) fet aiide, 
Strikes out,, with mafter hand, a copy fair 
Of &// idea, whofe indulgent thought 
liOng, long, ere chaos teem'd, plann'd human blifi. 
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What nvealth » fools that foar, dive, range arcmiMl, 
Difdaining limit* or from p1ace» or time $ 
And hear at once, in thought exteofive, hear 
Th' Almighty Fiat, and the Trumfet's fimuif 
Bold, on creation's outfide walk, and view 
What was, and is, and m^n than e'er ihall be ; 
Commanding, with omnipotence of .thought. 
Creations new in fancy's field to rUe I 
Souls, that can grafp whatever th' Almighty made^ 
And wander wild thro^ things impofllble 1 
What nvealth, in facuhiis of endlefs growth* 
In qnenchlefs pajpons violent to crave. 
In iiberty to chafe, in fvw'r to reach. 
And in duration (how thy riches rife I ) > 

Duration to pirfttuate boundlefs blifs ! 

Aik you, what/owV refides in feeble man 
That blifs to gain ? Is v/r/«/s, then, nnknOwi^? 
Virtue, our prefent peace, our future prize. 
Man's unprecarious, natural eftate, 
' Improveable at will, in virtue lies; 

Its tenure fure ; its income is divine. 
High. built abundance, heap on heap ! for what ? 

To breed new wants, and beggar us the more ; 

Then, make a richer fcramble for the throng ? 

Soon as this feeble pulfe, which leaps fo long 

Almoft by miracle, is tir'd with play, 

Like rubbifl) from difploding engines thrown. 

Our magazines of hoarded trifles fly ; 

Fly diverfe; fly to foreigners, to foes ; 

New matters court, and call the former fool 

(How 
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(How jafflyf ) fin: dependence oa their tay. 
Wide fcatter, iirft» our play-tKings; tken^ our diift. 

Doll court abundance for ^ fake of peace i 
Learn> and lanent tby fdf-defeated fcheme : 
Riches enable to be richer ftill ; 
Andy richer JHlh what mortal can refill ? 
Thus wealth (a croel tafk- mailer ! ) injoins 
New toils, fucceedihg toils, an endlefs train f 
And uMirders peace, which taught it firil to ihtne. 
The poor are half as wretched, as the rich ; 
Whofe proud and painful privilege it is, 
At once, to bear a double load of woe \ 
To feel the ftings of ennfy^ and of 'want. 
Outrageous want ! both Mies cannot cure. 

A competence is vital to content. 
Much wealth is corpolence, if not difeafe ; 
Sick, or ^timber*d, is-our happineis. 
A competence is all we can inj<y. 
O be content, where heav'n can give no more F 
Morty like a flafli of water from a'lock. 
Quickens our fpirit's movement for an hour f* 
But foon its force is fpent, nor rife our joys 
Above our native temper's common dream. 
Hence difappointment lurks in vt^tY priacr 
As bees in Eow'rs ; and flings us with fiiccefs. 

The rich man, who denies it, proudly feigns ; 
Nor knows the wtfe are privy to the lye. 
Much learning (hews how little mortals knen/j ; 
Much, wealth, how little worldlings can ei^oj: 
At bejl> it babies ud with endlefs toji^ 

And 
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And keeps ns children tilt we diop to diA. 
At monkey* at a soirror ftaxid ai»»'d> 
They fail to find w1|^ tl^y fo plainly iee s 
Thus men, in (hining richer fee the face 
Of h»ppinc6» aotr biowr if is t fliftde ; , 
But gaze, ao4 tood), and pee|^ and peep afsuv 
And wiihj and wonder it is aUeat ftiU. 

How few can refcue opidenoe from waall 
Who lives towMrv, rar^y ean be poor ; 
Who lives Xfk/mify% never can fae rich. 
Poor is the man in debt i die man of gold. 
In debt iofortimi^ tremUes at her powV. 
The mai^ of r#^/9a fottlos at her, and death. 
O what a patrimony this ! A hang 
Of fach inherent |b»tigth aad nia^y» 
Not worlds petffoft can raife k 3 worfds dtSateifi 
Can't injure ; whicb holds on its ^rious cotBie^ 
When thiiQ,' O Vmiutif eads; too bkft to mouna 
Creation's obfequi^s.* What treafure, thii ! 
The Monarch is a he^ar 10 the Man. 

Immortal ! Ages pail, yet nothing gone f 
Morn without eve I a race without a goal I 
Un(horten*d by ptogrtffion infinite! 
Futurity for ever future ! Life 
Beginning flill wifier« compotation ends f 
'Tis the defcriptM of a i>Wi(ry/ 
Tis the defcripdon of the mtamfi Jla/ve-: 
The meaneft Have dares than Lorenzo fcorn \ 
The meaneft flave \hy foni'riign glory ihares. 
Proud youth ! faflSdious of the lov»n w«sld E 

Man's 
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Man^s lanuful pride xncludei humility ; 

Scoops to the loweft ; is too great to find 

Inferiors ; all immortal \ brothers all I . . 

Proprietors iUnud of thy loye, 

/ IMMORTAL ! What an ilrikc the fenf$ fo ftrOBf; 
V As this liicfoul? It thanders to the thoajght; 

Reafon amazes ; gratitude o'erwhelms ; 

No more we fiumber on the brink of fate t 
' Rotts'd at the found, th' exoltiog foftl afeeikds, 
j And breathes her native air; an air that fttdi 
\ Ambitions high, and fans ethereal fires ; 
[ Quick-kindles all that is divine within us ; • 
I Nor leaves one loitVing drought beneath the ftan. 
I Has not Loken^p's boioni caught the flamed 

Jmmrt^! Were but mtt inunortal, how 

Would others envy ( How would thrones adore f 

Becaufe *tb common, is die Ueffing loft f 

How /Ai*/tic8 up die bounteous hand of heaven F 

O vain, vain, vain I all elfe ! Ettmit^ I 

A glorious, and a nmfftJ refuge, tiats 

From vile imjirifonment, tn abfeft views. 

*TisixnmortaIitj, 'tis that alone. 

Amid lifers fainsy abafements^ imptinefs^ 

The foul can comfort^ ele*vate^ and ///. 

That only, and that amply, this performs j 

Lifts us above life*s pains, her }oys above 9 

Their terror thofi^ and thef$ their luftre lofe & 

Eternity depending covers all ; 

Eternity depending all atchieVes % 

Sets earth at diftaace \ cafts her into fliadcs \ 

i Bknda 
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Blends her diftin£liont ; abrogates her powVs } 
The low, the lofty, joyous, and fevcrc. 
Fortune's dread frowns, and fafdnating fmiles. 
Make one promifcuous and neglected heap. 
The man beneath ; if I may call him man. 
Whom Immorta/ityi full f«rce infpirts. 
Nothing terreftrial touches his high thought ; 
Suns fhine unfecn, and thunders roll unheard. 
By minds quite confcious of their high defcent, 
Their prefcnt province, and their future prize & 
Divinely darting upward ev'ry wi(h. 
Warm on the wing, in glorious ahfcmt loft \ 

Doubt you this truth ? Why labours your belief? 
If earth's whole orb, by fome due diftane*d eye 
Were feen at once, her tovvVing Jlfs would fink. 
And Icvcld Atlas leave an even fpherc.* 
Thus iorth^ and all that earthly minds admine. 
Is fwallow'd in Etemitys vaft round. 
To that flopendous view, when fouls awake^ 
So large of late, fo mountainons to man. 
Timers toys fublide ; and e^ual all below. 

Enthufiaftic, this ? Ylien all are weak. 
But rank ehthufiifis/ To this godlike height 
Some fouls have foar'd ; or martyrs iie'cr had bled. 
And all may do, what has by man been done. 
Who, beaten by thefe fublunary ftorms, 
Boundlefs, interminable joys can weigh, 
Unraptur'd, uncxalted, uninflamM? 
What (lave unbleft^ who from to-morrow's dawn 
Expedls an empire ? He forgets his chain. 
And, thron*d in thought, his tf^ff/ fceptrc waves. ' A 
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And what a fceptfe waits ns ! wkat a throne ! 
Her own immenfe appmatments to €0CDpiite« 
Or comprehend her high prerogatives. 
In this her dark minority, how toils. 
How vainly paaCs, the homan fod divine \ 
To0 great the bounty feems for earthly joy i 
What heart bat trmhlts at fo Ibrange a blifs ? _ 

In (pite of all the trmths the mule has fang. 
Ne'er to be prized enough ! enough revolv*d \ 
Are there who wrap the world fo dpfe about them. 
They fee no farther than the clouds $ and dance 
On heedlefs vanity's phantaltic toe^i 
Till, ftofflbling at a firaw, in their careo'^ 
Headlong they pJnnge, where end both dance and fofig I ^ 
Are there, Lorevzo ? Is it pofllble? 

(Art there on earth (let me not call them men) 
Who lodge a foal immortal in their breafts , 

jUnconfciOus as the mountain of its ore $ 

/ Or rock, of its ineftimaUe gem ? 

i When rocks fliall melt, and mountains vanifh, thtfe 

I Shall know their treafure j treafure, then^ no mote^^^ 
Are there (ftill more amazing ! ) who refift 
The rifing thought ? Who fmoth^, in its birth. 
The glorious ^uth ? Who ftroggle to be brutes I 
Who thro' this bofom-barrier burft their way ? 
And, with reveril agmbltion, drive to fink ? 
Who labour downwards thro' th* oppofing powVs 
Of inftinA, reafon, and the world againft them» 
To difmal hopes, and fheker in t^e ihock 
Of endlefs night ? Night darker than the gc&ve's ? 

Wh9 
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Who fight the proofs of imoiQrCalkjr ? 
With horrid ':&eaU aftd escecf able arts. 
Work all their engines, level their blade irth 
To blot from man this attribute divine, 
(Than vital blood far dearer to the wife) 
Blafphemers, and rank atheifts to tisj^dvei^. 

To contradiA the.jn, (bo all tt^iutt r|fe { 
What objed, what event, the jaowk beneadit 
Bat argues, or endears, an aftef-fineoo ? 
To reafitt proves, or weds it. to 4bfireF 
All things proclaim it «m^ ; fome advance 
One precious ft^p beyond* aini prove tl >Sir«» 
A thott&nd argiuneots (mxpL round a/ pen. 
From bea*v*nt and tariii and »oir» Indoige ft lew. 
By nature, as her c§mm§ti i^iil, wtmi; . 
So pKefflng Provident a ttvtli tp toach. 
Which truth ufitaa|bl, all other trolhs were van, 

T HOU ! whofe aU-provideotial Syo furvey s, 
Whofe Hand direds, whofe Spirit fiUs.aod waema 
Creation, and holds empire far beyond! 
Eternity's Inhabitant augiift ! 
Of two Eternitiea amazing I.ord ! 
One paftt ere mail's, or angel!s, had begoo i 
Aid ! while I refeoc from the foe's ftSaiilt, 
Tfy glorious Immortality in mmn :■ 
A theme for ei^r, and for all, of weig^ 
Of moment infinite! but relifli*d mpft 
; By thofe who love Thee moft, who meft adore; 
: Nature, thy daughter, ever^obangidg biith 
Of Thee the Great bmimtMe^ to maoh 

Speak 
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Speaks wifdom ; .la hit oracle fupreme ; 

And he who moil confalts her, is moft wife. 

LoRBMa^o, to this hear'nlj Di/fhs hafte ; 

And come back alUimmortal ; all'divine : 

Look nature throogb, 'ds nve/itiion all ; 
. All change ; no death. Day follows night; and night 

The dying day ; ilars rift, and fet» and rife ; 

Earth takes th* example. See, the Summer gay» 

With her green chaplet, and ambrofial flowers. 

Droops into pallid jhatimn : Winter grey, 
/ Horrid with froft, and turbnlent with ftorm. 

Blows Jutumnt and his golden fruits, away : 
I Then melts into the Sfnng : Soft Spring, with breath 
' Fantoniant from warm chambers of the fouth, 
' Recalls the firjl, . AU, to reflourifli, fades 2 
* As in a wheel, all finks, to reafcend. 
' Emblems of man, who pafles, not expires.^ 
With this minute diftin^ion, emblems jufi, 

Natwn rerolves, but man advmnces i both 

Eternal, that a circle, ibii aline. 

7 hat gra^tates, this foars. Th' afptring foul. 

Ardent t and tremulous^ like flame, afcends. 

Zeal and humility her wings, to heav n. 

The world^of matter, with its rarious forms, 

AU dies into new life*. Life bom from death 

Rolls the vaftmafs, and fliall for ever roll. 

No fiogle atom, once in being, loft. 

With change of counfel charges the Moft High. 
What hence infers Loaitrzo ? Can it be I 

Katter immortal ? And (hall Sfirit die ? 

4 Above 
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Above the nobler, llull lefs noUe rife ? 
Shall Man alone, for whom all elfe revives. 
No refurredlioB know? Shall M^n alone. 
Imperial Man ! be fown in barren groand, 
Lefs jH-ivileg'd than grain, on which he feeds ? 
Is Man, in ^hom alone is*pow*r to prize 
The bli£i of being, or with previous paia 
Deplore its period, by the fpleen of fate* 
Severely doomed Jtaib'i fingle anredeem'd ? 

If nature's revolmii$m fpeaks aload. 
In her gradathn, hear her loader ftHI. 
Look nature thro', 'tis ntzt grmdattM alL 
By what minute degrees her fcale afcends ! 
Each middle, nature joined at each extreme. 
To that above it joined, to that beneath* 
Farts, into parts reciprocally (hot, 
Abhor divorce: What love of union reigns I 
Here, dormant matter waits a call to life ; 
Half-Jife, half-<leath, join. there i here, life and fenfe ; 
There, fenfe frpoi reafon deals a glimmVing ray s 
Reafon fhines opt i^ m^n. But how preferv'd 
The chain unbroken upward, to the realms 
Of incorporeal life ? thofe realms of blifs. 
Where death hath no dominion ? Grant a make 
Half-mortal, half-immortal ; earthy, past. 
And part ethereal ; grant the foul of man 
Eternal ; or in man the feries ends. 
Wide yawns the gap ; connexion is no more ; 
Check'd rMyiji halts ; her next ftep wants fupporl;.. 
Striving to climbi ibe tumbles from her fchene ; 

A fchem^ 
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A fchcmei w»4/q|>f-pttMMtaMf^'lb true s 
Jnalogy^ man's ioftft guide- bel^ii^. 

Thiu far, att'natii^ cMtint&f \s(!M. 
And will L^KSiificb, eafdeft6f tlre'Call/^ * - ' ^ 
Falfe ateeftcrS^ii on all ii&tttre tfiirge, - ^ * 

Rather than tiokte his Itagae with death't 
Renounce hi* fetfon, tiUktr than reat>titfcd 
The duft belov'd^ and ran the rifi^ut of heaV'nT 
O what in£gnitf to dea&ldir rods f ' 
What treafon to tbe niajvl^i^i^MM* r 
Of man immrtalf Hear the k>% ilffe : 
'' 'If fo decreed, tk' Alftighf^ Will be ddne. 
<' Let earth diflbive» yOfr ^ild*roiis orbs defcend^ 
<< And grind nt kto duft. The foul is fafe ;_ 
" The man emerges ; lAonnte abore the wrecl^, 
•* As towVing flame from nature % fan*ral pyre ; 
<< O'er d^ftadon, as a gainer, fmlles ; 
<^ His charter, his invioiablt rights, 
« Well-pleased to learn from tfaundet^ impotence, 
<' Deaili'spointlefsdarft, and hell's defbated ftorms/^ 

Bat thefe chimeeras touch not thee» Lorenzo f 
The glories of the world thy fev*nfold //#//. 
Other ambition than of crowns in air. 
And fupeilinary fdlcities. 
Thy bofom i^arm. HI tool it, if I can ; 
And turn thofe glories that inchant, againft thee*^ 
What ties thee to this life, proclaims the next. 
If wife, the caufe that wounds Aee is thy cure* 

Come, my amUthits /' let us mbunt together 
(To mottttt LoKBurzo never can refufe) I 

And 
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And from die cloadi» wlicre pride detigbts to iwM, 
Look down on eardi.— What feeft thoa ? WoodVoas 
Terreftrial wondere» thtt ^clipfe the flues. [things I 
What lengihr'of labonr'd lands ! what loaded feas I 
Loaded by man, for pkafnte, wealth, or war ! 
Seasy winds, and planets, into fervice brought^ 
His art acknowlege, and promote his ends* 
Nor can th* eternal rocks his will wlthftand i 
What leveird monntains ! and what lifted vales t 
O'er vales and mountains fumptuons cities fwell. 
And gild oar landfchape with their gUttVing fpiras; 
Some 'mid the wond'ring waves majeftic rife i 
And Neptune holds a mirror to their charms. 
Far greater (till ! (what cannot mortal might ?) 
6ee, wide dominions ravifli'd from the deep ! 
The narrowM deep with Indignation foams. 
Or foathwu'd turn ; to delicate and graud. 
The finer arts there ripen id ihe (un. 
How the tall temples, as to meet their gods^' 
Afcend the flcies I the proud tnamphal arch 
Shews ns half heav'n beneath its ample bend* 
High thro* mid air, here, flreams are taoght to SoWi 
Whole rivers, there, laid by in bafoos, ijeep. 
Here, plains Cum oceans; there, vaft oceans join 
Thro' kingdoms cbannel'd deep ftom Qyott to Ihorei 
And chang'd creation takes its face from man* 
Beats thy brave breaft for formidable fcenes. 
Where fame and empire wait upon Ae fword ? 
See fields in blood $ hear naval thanders rifej 
Britannia's voice! that awes the world to peace. 
roL.Uh I How 



170 The Complaint. Night 6. 

How yon enormous mole projeding breaks 
The mid-fea, furious waves ! Their roar amidft, 
Oat-fpeaks the Deity, and fays, ** O main J 
" Thus far, nor farther ; new reftraints obQr.*' 
Earth's difembowel'd ! meafur'd are the ikies ! 
Stars are dete£ted in their deep recefs I 
Creation widens ! vanquifli'd nature yields I 
Her fecrets are extorted ! art prevails ! 
What monument of genius, fpirit, power ! 

And now, Lorenzo! raptor'd at this fcene, 
Whofe glories render heav'n fupei'fluous f fay, 
Whofe footileps thefe ? — Immortals have been here. 
Could lefs than fouls immortal this have done ? 
Earth's covered o*er with proofs of fouls immortal ; 
And proofs of immortality y^r^^/. 

To flatter thy grand foible, I confefs, 
Thefe are ambitions works : And fhefe are great : 
But tbist the leaft immortal fouls can do ; 
Tranfcend them all— But what can thefe tranfcend ? 
Doft aik me what ?— One figh for the difirefi. 
What then for Infidels ? A deefer figh. 
'Tis mwalgrandeur makes the mighty man : 
How little they, who think aught greut below ? 
All our ambitions death defeats, but one ; 
And that it crowns— Here ceafe we : But, ere long. 
More powerful froof^2}\ take the field againft thee. 
Stronger than death, and fmiling at the tomb. 
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PREFACE. 

'T^ ^jfffKt Mf war m*k ^ mmmrh rf ¥ikmp. A lm4^ 

foiioftvirj 'Virtue 5 49^ ^fifigk ^hmM&» tlmt ihifjtru^^ 
iiwcr /a pmii^ ^<hr ftmri IsKnoptilitsr im hnn the 

firangt'f it U 4 f^0' hfi^ ^ 9^ kfUrMfling. «W. 
ijtf^rt^tu, ti0f cim m(er Oi mM^f mu- OfUgh^ mm* 

in iigh^ mmmfims HjlM^^ 'yom^%^ auMsAtjfi m 

fofrt if qcc»fioiii4 imt»rt0nf4 u A^tmUtd H tie natmii 

^mightjfU s if thai ffim^ itfhith i4 aimmUin fta fr^-^ 

fm <f tii fruidiag Night, hi jftft. It is there fuffo/ed, that 

I 3 all 
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all 9ur infidelsy iiohate^uer fchemej for arguments /ale ^ and 

tokeip tbtmfehvet in countenance^ they patromzCf are belrajd 

into thnr deflorabU error ^ hy Jom doubt of their iainiorta* 

lity y at the bottom. And the more I confider this point ^ the 

more I am perfuaded of the truth of that opinioit. iho^ the 

diftruft of a futurity // a ft range error ; yet it ts an error 

into ivhich bad men may naturally be diftrejfed. For it is 

impojjible to bid defiance to final ruin, nuithout fome refuge in 

imagination, fome prefumption ofefcape, 'Andiuhat prrfump^ 

tion is there ? There are but two in nature ; hut two, nvithtn 

the compafs of human thought. And thefe are^'^That either 

GOD will not, or can not punijh. Confideriig the di*vine 

attributes, the firft // too grofs to be digefted by our ftnmgeft 

njoijhes, Andfince omnipotence // as much a di'vine attri^ 

bute as holinefs, that GOD cannot punijb, is asabfurda 

fuppofition, as the former* GOD certainly canpum/b^ -ir# 

long as nvified men exift, . In non exifience, therefore, is 

their only refuge y and , ioftfeguentlyj non- exifience Js fhe\^, 

ftrongeft <wijh. And ftrong <wifljes have a ft range infiuence 

on our opinionsl} 4hey bias the jndgmenf in a nifin/ier, almoft, 

incredible. And fence on this member of their a!ternative, 

there are fame n)&y fmali appearances tn their favotir, and 

none at all on ihe other, they catch at this reed, they lay hold 

oa this chimsera, to fave them felines from the Jhock and hor-' 

ror of an immediate and abiblilte defyair. 

On re*vie^ng mffubjeS, by the lijght *which this argument 9 
and others of like tendency, threw upon it, InA/as more inelind 
than ever to p*irfuf it, as it appear d to nse to ftrtkedire5lj 
at the main root ^all our infidelity. In the following pdgei^ ' 
it it, acoerdingfy, purfued at large % andfome arguments for 
immortality, neiis at leafi to me, are ventured on in them* 
^here aifo the writer has made an attempt t6 Jet the grofs 
abfurditiet and horrors of annihilation in a fuller and 
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mn affixing view, than is (I think) to, hi mil nvitb ilfy^ 
wohere* 

.Th$ genthmin,/or 'wb9/tfnki this atimpt nuas cbiefy 
imadey profe/s great admiration for the fwifdom of heathm 
antiquity : Whatfity *tis they are not fincert ! If they iuf;# 
Bnceret hoitu 'would it mortify them to conftder^ nvith iihat 
contemftf and abhorrence^ their notions tuould ha*vi been 
ncei*vid hy thofc tvhom they fo much admire ? What degree 
of contempt i and abhorrence ^ nuould fall to their Jhariy may he 
c^njeSund by the following matter of faS (in my opinion) 
extremely memorable* Of ail their heathen 'worthies ^ So<ya- 
tcs, (^tis <well known) ivas the mofl guarded^ difpajponatet 
andcompofed: Yet this great mafter -of temper njcas angry \ 
and angry at Ins laft hour} and angry nvith his friend', and 
angry for what defer*v*d acknowlegement ; angry for a ri^lt 
andtenebr inftanct of true friendfhip towards him. Is not tUs 
'fnrprijing f iVhat could be the caufe ? The caufe was for his 
honour ; it was a truly noble f tho^, perhaps, a too pun/iiUfis, 
regard for immortality : For his friend ajking him, withfuch 
an affe&ionafe concern as became a friend, •• Where hejhould 
•• depefit his remains /"' it was refentedby Socrates, eis ifhply. 
ing a dijbonourahli fuppojition, that he could be fo mean, as 
to have regard for any thing, even in bimfelf, that was not 

IMMORTAL. 

This fa& <well confiderid, nvould make our infidels witfj* 
draw their admiration from Socrates ; or make them endear 
vour, by their imitation of this illufiriotls example, tojhare 
his glory: And, confequently, itwouldinclinethemtopenfe' 
the following pages with candor and impartiality : Which is 
all Idefire j and that, for their fakes : For lam perfuad(d, 
that an unprejudiced infidel mufi, necejjfarily^ receive fame 
;. advantageous imprefficns from them. 
July 7, 1744, 

I 4 CON- 
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HE A V 'N ^m tlie ne^al/ bit negleaed, calL 
Wlifttdliy> whfttlioarj but knocks at homan he^<ts* 
To wake the fotH to feofe^ fiitiire fceoes t 
Dioiii ftand, Uke Mercutys^ in evVy way^ 
And kindly jpofatt ns to our joorney's eiid. 
I^opi, wHo ooaldft make immoctaU f aitdio«4taiftf 
I ^iye thee joy : Nor will I take my leave 1 
^o foon to follow. iWan but dvres in deadi ; ' 
Dives from the fon* in Airer day to life ; 
The gj^avc, lus labteNtmean md to -bUfii, 
Yes, infinite indttlgeiiee ptaWd It To ; 
TWo* yarievs pans oar gtorkms ftory runs i 
^im gives the preface* ntdkfi age unrolls 
The volume <ne*er uarolPd ! ) of human fate. 

This, iortb and Jkiis * ^iodf kave proclaimed. 
The worlds a prophecy of worlds lo come i 
And who, what Go» foretris (who ^peadcs in iiii^^ 
SdU louderiihaa in ntfrds) ttaXL dan deny ? 
If natwri% argoflMOis appear too weak. 
Torn a new leaf« and ftfOfiger read in matt. 
If man fleeps on. nnfapght by vt^^xfits^ 
Car he prove iafidel ^to what he fiib f 
.He, whofe Uind thought iutianty denies^ 

♦ Ni«ht tha SSadu . 

I j; ^ Unconfciotts 
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Unconfcioos bears, Bbllerophon! like thee. 
His own indidmrnent ; he condemns himfelf ; 
Who read» his bofom> reads i a w n oft M life 1 
Or, nature^ there, impofing on her fons. 
Has written fables ; man was made a Ije. 

Why difcoutent for ever harboor'd there ? 
Incurable confumpiion of oizr peace ! 
Refolve me, why, the coUaffr^ and king^ 
He, whom fea -fevered realms obey, and he 
Who deals his whole dominion frpm the w^dc. 
Repelling winter blaifts with mod and ftraw, 
Difqoieted alike, draw figh for iigh. 
In fate fo diilant, in cQmplaint fo near } 
\h it, that things temfirial can*t content ? 
' Deep in rich paftore will thy flocks complain ? 
Not fo ; but to their mafter is deny'd 
To ibtre their fweety^r/iv^. Man, illateafe. 
In this, not his own place, this foreign field. 
Where nature fodders hyn with otjier food. 
Than was ordain'd bis cravings to fufiice. 
Poor in abundance^ fami(h*d at a feaft. 
Sighs on for fomcthing mwt^ ^hen iwfi enjoy 'd. 
Is heav'n then kinder to thy flocks than thee \ 
Not fo ; thy pafture richer, but remote ; . . ,. 
In part, remote ; for that remoter part 
Man bleats /rem itifiinQ^ tho*, perhaps, debaoch*d 
By fetije^ his teafon fleeps, nor dreams the canfe. . 
The caufe how obvious, when his reafon wakes f . . 
His grief is but his grandeur in difguife \ 
And difcontent is immortalftf. 

Shall 
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Shall Tons of sther, ihall the blood of heav'D» 
Set up their hopes oa earth, and flable bere^ 
With brutal acqi\i^eiice in the mire ? 
Lorenzo ] no I. diey fhall-be nobly painM ; 
The glorious foreigners^ dillreft, fhall figh 
On thrones ; and thou congratulate the figh : 
Man's mifery declares him born for blifs ; 
His anxious heart aflertii the truth I fing. 
And gives the fceptic in his head the lye. 

Oar head$^ oijir hearts, o^t paffions^ and our ponjuers. 
Speak the fame langaage ; call us to the Ikifts : > 

UnripenM the/e in this inclement clime, 
Scarce rife above cQnjeAure» ar.d miflake; 
And for this land of trifles tko/e too fbrong 
Tumultuous rife, and tempefl human life: 
What prize on earth can pay us for the Horm } 
Meet obje6ls for omv pqffions hcav'n ordainM, . 
Objeds that challenge all their Are, and leave 
No fault, but in defedt : Blefk Heav n ! avert 
A bounded ardor for unbounded blifs ! 
O for a blifs unbounded! Far beneath 
A foul immortal, is. a mortal joy. 
Nor' are our powers to perifh imnaatare; 
But, after feeble effort Jbere^ beneath 
A brighter fun, and in a nobler foil^ 
Tranfplanted from this fublunary bed. 
Shall floorifli fair, and put forth all their bbom. 

Rea/on progrefiiv^,- infiin^ is complete ^ 
Swift in^inS leaps s How rea/oa feebly climbs. 
Srutu foon their zenith reach ; their little all 

16 flows 
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Flows IB at OBoe s iti ages ibcy no mm 

Coald know, ch: do, or covet, or eiqoy^ 

Were <m» to live coeval witkilie lai!» . 

The patrtarcli-ptipil woold lie leatidftg Aill) ' 

Yet, 4yiBg, ksoe his leifeti kdf-ttiifeiBirt. * - ' ' ^^ 

Men periik iB ^vanee, Bs if the futi 

Should fet eve noon, in t^fitm ocetas dfOWtt*d| 

If fie, with ^, iUufiti&us to compare, 

The fan's 4M^rMiSfiiiii Wtdi i^tjoul.of man. 

To man, why, AepdanK wtara^ / :fo ftvftit r 

Why throwB mfidtt thy Biafter -pieee hadf- wroo^ 

While meaner efibiU thy lai hand ci^y f 

Or, if abortivdy, poof maB muft die, 

Mbr reach* what reach he mlg|bt, why Sit in A^adf 

Why corftwith&refiglitf Wife tomifery? 

Why of hi« ^mod prcrc^d ve thte prey t 

Why lefs pit^^ekninent in rank, Aan psdn f 

Hb immofuMiy alone can tell ; ''^ 

Fall ample fond to balance zA amift, 

Jknd turn the (calc in favour of the jufti 

His ijmnortmUty alone can folve 
That darkeft of ^tmgnmt^ human bope% 
Of all the daik^, if at death we die. 
S<tp€f eager hope, th' ailalfiio of our joy^ 
All prf/evt hlcffiBgs treading under foot, 
Js fcarce a milder tyrant than de/pmr. 
With nO paft toils isontent, ^i\\ planning new, 
-Hope tarns aso-er to death bIoqc for eafe. 
Fofejpon^ why, more taftelefs dian purfiul f 
Why ssaiitfhfardearerthaBaciowiit * 

That 




ThatwifhaocomplHh'd, iwlty. Ihegrtveof blift? 
Becaufe, m thojnrcr fiomn bmy'd deep, » 

Beyond oar plMM %f ^MDj^. atd ffMown, 
Lies all Uiiit mm wiA ardlMr Aoald {mfiie; 
Audi HE wko^Md« liin» boat Imn tottbedekw 
Man*8 heirt di- Ammortt todie>&Avyv fett. 
By ffC^4Ml kifiokbk %itng& \ 
And makes bw h^pe hk M»1tiBftry joy. 
Man^ft heait ^M all dungs, Md is boogry ftiOj 
** More, more ( ^ tb^gliiitear cries : For fomethii^ tu^o 
So ragjBs appeiHe^ if «Nm <aB*t: moost, ^ 

He«;i7/dpfoe8d. He fitrret m dn^jp*^* 
Hence, tbe wor]id*6 'in«ilec» froH^mbiiiofliH fyive. 
In Ctf/rra plnng'd i and dsvM benoadi the hraxt. 
In that rank Ay why waUcmrd oni{iire*« ftii 
Supreme ? Becsufe he «oisld d» higher fly i 
His rioi was 4mik4m in defpaii; 

Old Rmm €oaMted 4ird8 ; L«itiHtto4 t1w« 
With morefnooefs, the flt^t of ifivr^ furvty i 
Of iQftkfs hope, for ever on <the wbag. 
Hig^iperch^d 4*tr evVy thoaghc that falceii fo# 
To fly at aS ihat rik% im her fighti 
And, never ftoopiag, hut lo mooiK ag^ 
J^ext moment, Ae betrays her aim's miftake. 
And owns her quarry lodg'd beyond ^e gratre. '^ 

Thne fliooki st fall as fit »i}f( fail -as thefe» 
If heh^ ihila) move iowmki riddles rlfe^ 
And vimte vies. with i^ in wffkfUf. • 
Why wriaif Where its pndfe, iis^bemg, 4ed?^ 
yirtae is true Mlosleseft ^vofUfd^' 

What 
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WJiat true felf-iatereft of fitftg-motuA man f 
To clofe with all that makes him happy herir. 
U vice (as fometimes) is oar frieod ob earth. 
Then vice is virtue ; *t\% our/ov'rgign good. 
Jo ftlf'ttftlaifi is virtae's.goldea prize ; 
No (elf api^attfe attends ;t 00 thy fcheme: 
Whence felf-applaufe \ From conscience of the right. 
And what is right, but means of happinefs ? 
No means of happinefs when ^htm yields i 
That bads failing, falls the building too. 
And lays in ruin cv^ry yiriuom jty. 

The rigid •goardian of a blamelefs heart, . 
So long rever'd, fo long reputed wife. 
Is weak ; with rank knight-errantries o*er-nin. 
Why beats thy bpfom with illnilrioos dreams 
" Of felf-expofure, laodabk, and great ? 
Of gallant enterprize, and glorious death ? 
Die for thy country ?— -Thou romantic fool I 
Seize, feize the plank thy felf, and let her iink: 
Thy country ! what to Thee ?-7-The Godhead, what ? 
(I fpeak with awe 1 ) tho' He ihoold bid thee bleed i 
If, with thy blood, thy fnal hope is fpilt. 
Nor c^n omnipotence reward the blow. 
Be deaf; preferve thy being; difobey. 

Nor is it difobedience : Know, Lorenzo? 
Whatever th' Almighty's fnbfequent command. 
His firft command is thh r— *" Man, love thy felf.** 
In this alone, free-agents are n9t free. 
Exiftence is the bafis, blifs the prize ; 
If virtue cods exigence, 'tis a crime ; 

Sold 
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Bold violation of oar law fupreme^ 
Black fuicide ; tho' nations^ which confult 
Their gain» at thy expenco> refoujid applaafe. 
Since virtu/s. recompence i» doobtfuly J^ere^ 
If man dle^ wholly, well may we demand^ 
Why is mzn/ufferd to be good in vain? 
Why to be good in vain, is man injoiiCd? 
Why to be good in vain,, is man betray d? 
Betrayed by traitors lodged in his own brealt« 
By fweet complacencies from virtue felt? 
Why whifpers uatun lyes on vh-tne's part ? 
Or if blind inftina (which aiTiimes the name 
Of facred confcience) plays the fool in man^ 
Why rtafin made accomplice in the cheat ? 
Why are the 'wifeft loaded in her praife ? 

Can man by rea/ou^ beam be led aftray I 

Or, at his perils imitate bis God? 

Since virtue fimttimis ruins us on earth. 

Or botb are trup j or, man furvivcs the grave. 
Or man furvivcs the grave, or own, Lorenzo, 

Thy boaft fupreme, a wild abfardity. 

Dauntlefsuthy^ fpirit ; cowards are thy fcorn* 

Grant man immortal.^ and thy fcorn is jull. 

The man immortal^ rationally brave. 

Dares ruih on death — becaufe he cannot die. 

But if man lofes. All, when life is loft. 

He lives a coward, or a fool expires. . 

A daring infidel (and fuch there are. 

From pride, example, lucre, rage, rorcnge, 

. Oi 
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Or pure birncBl defed of thooght)» 

Of all earth's roadmen, moft defenres a cfaaia. 

When to die grave we follow the renownM 
For valotr, ▼iicoe» ioenee, all we lofc. 
And all we praife« for ^w^nht whofe nooa-tidte ben^ 
Snabling us to think in higher ft/le. 
Mends our ideas of ethereal powers % 
Dream we, that Inftre of the wrai woild 
<}oes oat in ftench, and rottennefs the doft ? 
Why was he wife to imw, and warm toprsdji^ 
And ftrenaons to trwrfcrihe^ in human life. 
The Mind Almichtt ? Codd ifhe, ^iMCt fate, 
Joft when the lin^nunents b^n to flime. 
And dawn die Dcitt, fteold ibatch thedraughtt 
With night eternal blot it oot, and give 
The flcies alarm, left amgik too might die ? 

If human foub, why not angelic too 
£xtingai(h*d ? and a folitary God, 
0*er ghaftly ruin, frowning from his throne ? 
^hail we this moment gaze on God in man ? 
The next, loie man for ever in t^ duft ? 
from doft we difengage, or man mftahs % 
And there, where leaft his judgment fears a flajr. 
iVifdomz^ worthy how boldly he commends! i 
Wlfdom and njoortb^ are Sacred names; rever*d,' ' ' ' 
Where not enibracrd ; applauded f d«1y*d ! /" :' 
Why not compaffsou'tl too ? If fpirits ^, ' '^* '*'''' 
Soth are calanuties, infiBtd both, ' ^' 

To make ut but more wretched : Wtfdotffi eye * ' 
Hcttte, lor what? Tofpy more miferiesi 

htA 
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And worth, /p rfcompen&d^ new-points tiieir ftisga. 
Or man furmattnts the grcve, or gain, is loC^ 
And worth esXfttood ImmUisfim Aejnore. 
Thou wilt not pati^maoe^ a ffliMie ^at makes 
^^^^^1^ 4Ad mm» tb« refoge «f mankind. 

•* Has virtue, diea, so joys ?"— Yes, }oys dear bxn^ht. 
Talk ne er fo long, in this imperfeCl ilate. 
Virtue, aad vioO) af« at eternal war. 
Virtue'^ a combat^ and who fights for nought ? 
Or for precaiioai, orlbr fmall reward } 
Who virtue^sy^^^^MMp^ fi» loud refonnd. 
Would take degrees mt^tiic here below, 
And *vir0mi9 wh^c they coo^piuiteat^ betMjTi 
By feeble'dK^MieSy wtA lulatbfiil'gflarde. 
The crown, ^ wtfiH&t^ ^xowm^ her Ibtil mfptiee t 
Tis That, and ThatalMe, caftOMtnterml 
The body's treaek'ases, a«dibA«4»rArs afiSwihac 
'On earth*s poor pay oar fasisflit virtne dies« 
Truth inconteftaUe ! InifuteoraU 
A Ba YLB has preach'df or a V-«»^e bdieiv'd; 

In man' the more we dire, die Moise we fiie 
Heav*n's fignet ftamping an immoral make. 
Dive to the bottom of Ihs foal, the bafe 
Sttftatning alls wluit fund we \ Kmomkgtt Uw. 
As light and heat» eftnlial 10 the fms, 
^^^to the ibat. And mbf^ i^ fouls expinel 
Host Ultle lovely im f How iktle known \ 
Small knowlege we dig up with eodlefs tot! i 
And kvi unfeigned may piuxhafe perfe£l hate. 
Why fiarv^dj on earth, bur tfjK^</-appetites I 

WMe 
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While irutaJ ate indnlg^d their fulfome fill ? 

Were then capacities ^IMne conferr*dy 

As riQOck 'diadem, in favage fport. 

Rank infult of our pompous poverty. 

Which reaps bat pain, from feeming claims fo fair ? 

In future age lies no redrefs ? And fhats 

Eternity the door on our complaint ? 

If fo, for what flrange ends were mortals made f 

The word to- nuallow, and the beft to lueep ; 

The man who merits moil, mud moft complain: 

Can we conceive a djfregard in heav'n. 

What the worft />r/^/r/«r^, or h^^ endure? 

^bis cannot ba. To love^ and know, m iiuia 
Is boundlefs appetite, and boandlefs pow*r ; 
And tbefe demonftrate bonndlefs objeds too. 
Objeds, pow'rs, appetites, heav'n fuits in All ; 
Nor, nature thro*, e'er violates this fweet. 
Eternal concord, on her tuneful firing. 
Is matt the fole exception from her laws ? 
Eternity ilruck off from human hope, 
(I fpeak with truth, but veneration tao) 
Man is a monHler, die reproach of heaving 
A (lain, a dark impetietrable cloud 
On nature's beauteous afpedi ; and deforms, 
(Amazing blot ! ) deforms her with her lord. 
If fuch is ntan's allotment, what is heav'n h 
Or own the foul immortal, or blafpheme. 

Or own the foul immortal, or invert 
AH order. Go, mock-majedy ! go, man ! 
And bow to -thy fuperiors of the ftall ; 

Thro' 
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Thro' cvVy fccnc of fift/e fuperior far : 

They graze the turf .untill'd ; they drink the dream ' 

Unbrew'd, and ever full, and un-embitter*d 

With doubts, f^arsy fruitfefs hopes, regrets, defpairs ; 

Mankind's pecttliar ! reafon% precious dower ! 

No foreign clime tbey ranfack for their robes ; 

Nor brothers cite to the litigious bar ;' 

^htir good .is good lAtire, untnixt, unmarr'd ; 

They find a paradife in evVy field. 

On \iQ\x^^ forhldiUn where no curfes hang : 

Their ill no more than ftrikes the fenle ; unllretcht 

By previous dread, or murmur in the rear : 

When the ^qvJI come?, it comes unfear'd j one flroke 

Begins, and ends, their woe : They die bat ontt ; 

Bled, incommunicable privilege ! for which 

Proud man, who rules the globe, and reads the liars, 

Philofophert or herOf fighs in vain. 

Account foFthis prerogative in brutes. 

No day, no^gUmpfe of day to folve the knot. 

But what beams on it from eternity, 

O fole, and fwect folution I That uotics 

The difficult, abd foftens th« fisvcre ; ' 

The cloud on. nature'z beauteous face difpels ; 

Redores bright order ; cads the brute beneath i 

And re inthroncs us in fupremacy 

Of joy, cv'rii l?et^e: Admit immortal life. 

And virtue is knight-errantry no more ; 

Each <virtu^ -j^rings in hand a golden dower. 

Far richer in reverfion : Bope exults ; 

And tho' much bitter in our cup is thrown. 

Pre- 
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Predominates, and gm» tbo ta(U of hMV«a» 
O wbcrefore is ihfi D^itv fo kind i « 

Adoniniing beyond anoygaflunenC ( .. "' 

Heav*A oor reward— *&r keay'n fi^oy'd AiAa«. ^ -^ '' • i 

Still unfobdtt'd tkf ftohbom iwur/ f^^*thtitift ' 

The traitor Inrlcs who doubts th« truth I fiag. 
^My^/f is guiltkfs ; qiwV/ alotte rebels. 
Svhat, in that ftubbora beifrt, if £ flioold l«d 
Kew, unexpe£Ud witneflks agaiaft thee I 
jfmiition, pUafifTif 9iod the Uve of gmn f . * ^ 

Cand tboa ftt^e^E^ that //&f>^> which snake the fMl 
The /a<v# of earth, flioald own her bar of honrVi f ' 
Canft thott &%eai what make* us tUfiditvi 
Our insmoftalk/f ihoald prove it/ifiy / 

Firft, then, mmbititn fanmoB to the bar. 
Ambitioii's>&«Mr, Hrtranfugme*^ Sfgujt^ 
And inextlngu\fiahU matwn^ fpeak. 
Each much ^i;/^^^ i hear them in their tarn; 

Thy foul, how paffionately fond clfamf 
How anxious, that fond paSon Co conceal ! 
Wfe blufh, detefied indef gaa oa praife, 
Tho' for beft deeds, and from dM beft of mes n / 
And why ? B«ctufe immortaL Art divino 
Has made the body tneor to the foul } 
Heav'n kindly gives #nr blood a moral fowa 
Bids it afcend the glowing <hede, and diere 
Upbraid that little heart's inglorious aim, 
V^hich fioops to conrt a charaflcr from man s 
While o^er us, in treniendous judgment fit 
Far more th;ui man, with tndUfs praifej aad blame. 

AmbitieaTs 
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' ilinliitloii^s hmmdlefi mfpitite oat-ipetlu 
The verdift of ks>(«M». When fouls hdce fift 
At high prefumpdont of didfarimn Mext, 
Ow age is poor applatilfc % the flvi^hfqr flHmt, 
Thfe thmxderby tiie lM»g /9«it; begtn. 
Late tifl^ie muft^ooho t ivorldt tiiilioni, vefouird. 
We wi(h oar aiames rmiMHiljy to li^ : 
Wild dream, whkh ne^cr hftd haodted InisiiB thought. 
Had not oar natiirst keen i^trmd too» 
hftina points oot m uitYeft in kmafter r 
Bat oar blind nafim^hH MX, «Kifcr/4t'Ue8 ; 
Or, ieeaigt {^rea the fcMbuMft for (he ftid«* 

Fame as the fliade <Sf hnfllortdity. 
And in itfelf ailiido^. SoOn^Sis caoght. 
Contemn'^ i It fltfinlfS'^DtKMngin the grar^). 
Confalt th* zvSMxm^ *tis MftMHon's aire. 
*• And is This all t '• ClyM C^esa n nt his height, 
Difgufiid. Tlds /((»»/ proof antbition brings 
Of immortally. Tlie Mt^tt fame^ 
Obferve him neai;, yoor evrTr will a^te : 
Sham'd at the diipnportpon vaft, bifitwees' 
^Thepaffion, and the parchafe, heidllftgh 
M/uib fnccaftt and MnSi at hh renown. 
AjA why ? Becaiofe teryieber pri^ itiTite^ 
His heart ; £ar aiHre Uldftriocis glory calls i 
It calls in whi^pcr^, yet &e ^tafeft hear. 

And can ambition z fourth proof fupply ? 
It can, and ftronger than die forAer thr^e i ^ 
Yet quite o'er-lookld by fdsie reputtd wife. 
T W difappoiiita«At»'to lunbitiOH pain^ 

An* 
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And tho' fuccefs Mffufisi .yet Sill, Lohehzo ! 

In vain we drive to plo^k it from our hearts ; 

By nature planted for the nohleft ends. 

Abfurd the fam*d advice topyitaHus giv*n|, . - 

More prais'dy than ponder'd ; fpecio.ut, boc unfoond ; 

Sooner that hero's fvnord the wovlc) h^d. quelled, . t 

Than r^iT/ff;}, his ambition. Manisvi^^ foar* . 

An obftinate adivity within^ 

An infupprefiive fpring, will tofs him up 

In fpite oi fortunt't load. Not kings alone. 

Each villager has his ambition too s , 

No Sultan prouder than his fettcr'd flave : , 

Slaves build their little Baiylons pf ftraw, . 

Echo the proud jifyrioM, - in their* bearu« .. 

And cry, — •* Behold the wonders of my iflight f " 

And why ? Becaufe immortal as their lord \ . 

And fouls immortal muft for ever^ heave 

At fomething greats the glitter* or the gold ; 

The praife of mortals, or the pjcaij^B pf heaven^ 

Nor abfolutely vain is human praife. 
When human is fupported by dMne. 
I'll introduce Lorenzo to Himfelf 1 
PUa/ure and fride (bad mafters 1 ) fhafet)nr hearta* 
As love of fkafur$ is ordain'd to, guard 
And feed our bodies, and extend our race ; . 
The love of fraift is planted to protcd ; 
And propagate, the glories of the mind. 
What is it, hut i\kt love of frai/e^ infpires. 
Matures, refines, embelliihes, exalts, ^ * 

Earth's happinefs ? From that, the delicate, 

4 Sh2 



The grandy the marvellous^ of cinnl life, { 

Want aad c9fi^itdince^ under-workers, lay 

The bafis, on which lovi of glory builds. 

Ner is tby Hfe, O 'virtue ! lefs in debt I 

To praife, thy fecret (limulating friend. 

Were men not proud ^ what merit fhbald we mifs ! 

Pride made the virtues of the pagan world. 

Praife is the fait that feafons right to man. 

And whets his appetite for moral good. 

Thiril of applaufe is virtu e^s ficokd guard ; 

Reafofif her firfl ; but reafo^i wants ^n aid ; 

Our pri<vati reafon is a flatterer ; 

Thirft of applaufe calls public judgment in. 
To poife our own^ to keep an even fcale. 

And give endangerM virtue fairer play. 
Here z fifth proof arifes» flronger ilill : 

Why this fo nice conftruftion of our hearts ? 

Thefc delicate moralities of fenfei 

'rtiis conjiitutional referve of aid 

To fuccour virtue, when our reafon fails ; 

If virtue, kept alive by care and toil, 

And, oft, the mark of injuries on earthy 

When labour d to maturity (its bill 

Of difciplines, and pains, unpaid} muft die \ 

Why freighted- rich, to daih againfl a rock ? 

Were man to periih when moil fit to live, 

O how mif-fpent were all thefe ftratagems. 

By ikfll divine inwoven in our frame ? 

'Where are heav'n's holinefs and mercy fled ? 

Laughs heav'n, at once, at nnrtue^ and at man ? 

If not, why thai difcourag'd, this defiroy'd ? Thus 
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Thos far muk^tu. Wkftt %s mnmriee ? 
This her chief m^xuOf m^deh has long been nhe .« 
•* The wife and ivealthy are the iitflie/*~I grant k. 
To ftore up treafore, with tncefiant toil, 
fHs is man's province, tUt his higheft praHe. 
To this great end keen ii^VifflMngs him on. 
To guide that inftinft, na/m ! is thy charge i 
^T]8 thine to tdl as where true tmhre lies : 
Bat, reafon failing to difeharge her tnift^ 
Or to the deaf dilchaiging it in vain, 
A blander follows i and blind 1*^^17, 
Gaird by the fpor, bat ftsangcr to the eoerfe, 
(The coarfe where ftahes of more than gold are wob) 
0*er. loading, widk At cares of diftaat age. 
The jaded fpirits of the fn/ent honr, 
Provides for ail iOndtj below. 

*' tboufiah net amt!'* is a wife Command; 
Bot bounded to the wealth the fan furveys : 
Look farther, the command Hands quite reversed. 
And anfrice is a virtue moll divine. 
Is faith a refuge for our happimfs f 
Moft fare: And is ft not for reafon too? 
Nothing this world unriddles, b»t the netet. 
Whence inextinguifhable thirft of gain ? 
From inextingai(hable life in man 9 
Man, if not meant, by worthy to reach ^cjkiaf 
Had wanted wing to fly ib far in gmlt. 
Sour grapes, f grant, MiAitim^ avaria : 
Yet ftili tbtir root is immortality, 
Thefe iu wild gpowtha (9 bitter, «nd fo bafe> 

(Pain 
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(Pain andrepfoftdi ! j nlipcn can reclaim, * 
Re^ne, exalt, -throw down their pois'nous lee. 
And midcetlieni iparkle in the bowl of Bli/u 

See, the third vjoitnefs taughs at blifs remotCj 
And falfly promifes an Eden here: 
Truth flic fliallirpeak for once,.tho'* prone to lye,' 
A common'che^t,' and PUafure is her name. 
To pleafure niSYer was Lorenzo deaf ; 
Then hear her nowi now /r/? thy real friend. . . 

Since* nature made us not more fond t^zn proud 
Of happinefs (whence hypocrites in joy ! 
Makers of mirth ! artificers 6f fihlles ! ) 
Why "fliould the joy moft *poignantyj»/i affords. 
Bam us with blulhes, and rebuke our. pride ?-— 

Thofe heav'n-bom blufhes tell us man defcendt^ 

Ev'n in the zenith of his earthly blifs : 

Should reafin take her iLfidel re^ofe. 

This honeft inftihS fpeaks our lineage high ; 

This inftinft calls oh darknefs to conceal 

Oar rapturous relation to the flails. 

Oar glory covers us with noble fiame^ 

And he that's unconfounded, is unmanned. 

The man that blufh^s, is not quite a hrute. 

Thus far with Thee, Lorenzo ! will I dpfe, 

Tieafurt is goodi and man for pleafure made s 

But pleafure full of glory, as of joy ; 

Pleafure, which neither* h/ufies, nor expires. 

Thewitncffes are heard ; the caufe is o'er; 
Let cott/cienci file the fentence in her courtj. . 
Voi. m. ' • K Dearer 
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I>earer than dtsdt that lialf a realm ^9«ey : 
^hM feal'd by tnuk, th 'JMUbentic xaondiina. 

«< Know* Atls koow, iiiadeb,-*suiirtfi»jkMiirl 
<« *Tii utPHortalilfji yojir Mtort 6)1tcs j 
<< Tis immr/tf/i/; decyphcss ]p«ii# 
'< And opens all the myfiViet of J&u mike* 
<< Without it, hair bis /V^i>A fUC ag^ij^ifri^ 
<< Widioutit, ailhisv/rraM/ afejiA;e9ip» 
'* His very m«vi atteft bis dignity ; 
** His fatdefs thirftof fUmfuru Jf^UU vdfiim,^ 
** Declares him lK)ni for bleflip^ vffim^a 
«' What lefs i!hen infinite^ mdm jin-aU^ip^ 
^' Paffiws^ whi<;h 4// on earth ^bnt more ioflemes^ 
** Fierce paffions, (b n^ir-jneaforM to thk fceniv 
<' Streteh*doat, like eagles wii^ri, bi94Piii4 opmel^ 
** Far, iar beyond the worth pf all below, 
^ For #«f/i& too lisrge, prefage a nobl<M: ^igb^. 
*^ And evidence oar title to the Jkw."^ ' 

Ye gentfe theologoes, of calqiflr Ifbd^ 
Whofe confiitotion dictates to yoor ppv 
Who, cold yoarfelves, tblnk ardor cotnes ixsm brU 1 
Thiak not oar paflions from corrnpU^u iJEtnug' 
Tho' to corruption now they lend d&<tir wifigSi 
^hat is their mifire/s, not tbei^ motio'* AU 
(And jollly) nafin deem diirioe : I ifiCp 
J feel a grandeur in the fajfjugj too^ 
Which fpeaks their high deicrnit, and^tJImaMJHid^f 
Which fpeaks^ them rays of an etqiaal Jcsu 
In ParadHe iikV they .burnt as ftriing* 
£re ApAM feUj tho^wifi^ in their aim. 

JLifce 



. The Ififidd ReciiMfii. t$$^ 

Lik€ At piDtd Esjhmf ftr«de fcf tMMence; 

What tho' oitf f^gimi m% mn Mid» and fioop 

With low, tenwftikd qpp«ti|e, t»fitee 

On trafhy on toys, detkmi'd irom high ddbe F 

YetftUl, lifro*tb«irdirgrict, AofttUoiqr 

Of gmtneftAiofii, o»d idb ut whcsoe they Ml : 

But thifi (liiif thut Aira MMnOi «0b«a feckimM)* 

When rr^/iif modemtet «kc miq arig|h|» 

Shall re*afocMU ttiooont thtir ^mMr (^h«n^ 

Where ofci ^tfr &4i'd iUudrioai i «rt led«e^4 

By wanton Svif« defasoGh, lo UroH «n eardv 

And fet the faUunaiy world o» in. 

But grant their phrenfy Ms ; their phrenfy faSll 

To difapfokit mw pforktontial end. 

For which heaven Uei^ up ardor in our liearts : 

Were rtrfon filent, booadlefs p'ifflm fpeaiks 

A future fieene of feoundleis ^l^iSs too. 

And brings glad tidings of ittrnal day. 

Btmud day 1 'Tis that enlightens All ; 

And AU, by that eidighten'd, proves \i/uri: 

Confider man as an imnnrtml being. 

Intelligible AU-i and AH is great ; 

A oytelKne ttanljpaM»cy prevails. 

And ftrikes full luftre thro' the hnoian Sphere % 

Confider man as mrUtf^ AH is d»rk. 

And wretched $ tem/cn weeps at the furvey. 
The learned Loaanso cries, ** And let h^r weep» 

*« Weak» modem reiifon : AntwU times Wf?re wife* 

** Jutbmtjf that venerable guije, 

JJ Stands od my partj the famM Jtbman porch 

Kg •* (And 
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*' (And who for wtfdom fo renownM as'Thejr ?) 
*' Deny'd this immoruUty to man.*' 
I grant it ; bat affirm, they prov'ii it . too. . 
A riddle this l-~Have patience ; 111 ;ejq>]ain. 

What noble vanities, what moral flights, < 
Glitt-rihg thro' their romantic wifdom's page, - ^ 
Make as, at once, defpife them, and admire ? 
Fable is'^flat to thefe high-feafond Sires $ 
They leave th' extravagance of fong below. 
** Flefli ihall not feel ; or, feeling, (ball enjoy 
** The dagger or the rack s to them, alike 
** A bed of rofes, or the burning ball." - 
In men exploding all beyond the grave. 
Strange dbdlrine, This ! As do^ritu, it was flrange ^ 
But not, as prophecy ; for fuch it prov'd. 
And, to their own amazement, was fslfiird : 
They feign'd a firmnefs Chriftians need not feign,. 
The Chriftian tiuly triumphed in the flame : 
The ZtQtc faw, in double wonder loft. 
Wonder at Them, and wonder at Himfelf, 
i'o find the bold adventures .of his thought 
'Sot bold, and that be flrove to lye in vain. 

Whence, then, thofe thoughts? Thi>fe'..tpwViBg 
[thoughts, that flew 
Such monftrous heights ?— From inftlnBt ai^d Uoia^prid^. 
The glorious infiinSi of a deathlcfs foul, 
Confus'dly confcious of her dignity, 
Suggefted truths they could not upderftand. 
In luff^ dominion^ and in pajjionz ftorm, 
TrntVi fyftem broHeji, fcatter'd fragraci\ts l^y, ^ 

As 
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As light inchatos, glimmering thro* the gloom: 

Smit with the pomp of lofty fentiments, 

Pleas'd prUe proclatmM^ what rga/bn difbeliev'd. 

Priiie, like the Delfbic prieftefs, with a fwell, 

Rav'd nonfcnfe, deftin'd to htfutun fenfc, 

Whefi life immortal^ in full day, fhoold fhine ; 

And dtatb''t dark fiadonjos fly the goQ>el fun. 

^hey fpoke, what nothing but immortal fouls 

Could fpeak ; and thus the troth they queilionM, prov*d. 

Can then ahfurditles^ as well as crimes^ 
Sp^ak mUn immortal T All things fpeak him fo. 
Much has been urg'd j and doH thou call for more ? , 
Call ; and withendlefs quellions be diftrefl'y 
All unrefolvable, \iaarth is AlL 

'• Why life, a moment ; infinite, defire ? 
** Oorwifh, Eternity? Our home, the Grave ? 
" HeavVs ^r0OT#/^ dormant lies in human hopei 
" Who fwijhes life immortal, f roves it too. 
•* Why'happinefs purfu'd, tho* never found ? 
" Man's thirft of happinefs declares It is 
'* (For nature never gravitates to nought) ; 
** That thirft unqaencht declares It is not Here.' 
*' My LVCIA9 ^<^ Clarissa, call to thought ; 
" Wky'cordiaJ friindjSlnp riveted fo deep, 
<^ As hearts to pierce at firft, at parting, rend, 
** If friend, and friendfhip, vanith in an hour? 
" Is x\ot This torment in the maik of joy ? 
«' Why by refliHion inarr'd the joys oi fenfe? 
•* Why pdft^ and future^ preying on our hearts ? 
<* And putting all ovLrpre/entjoy^ to death ? 

K 5 MWhy 
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•• Why laboii»rM>#«f Infilna wtre u well ; 

'* Initiiia far better ; what can tht^^ can trr: 

*• O how tts^'^/r the thooghdefs bnfiel . 

« Tweie well Us H#AV were half as fare. 

«^ XM/i» widi huUmaiimtt why at war ? 

^ Why feafe fApdUf why cim/atna up in afmi ? "^ 

Confdinci of {dilf, it prophecy of pata^ 
And bofom-eoimicl to decline ihc lilow« 
Mwfiu widi incliaadon ae*er had yufd. 
If nothing futore paid forbearance Here; 
Thus on— -Thefe^ and a thoofand plea* aacalVd^ 
AW pr$mf$9 fosie mfuriy a fecond fcene^ 
Which, were it Jkubtful^ woald be deater ha 
Than all things elfe moft urudn \ were ^ifiJfii 
What truth on earth fo precioas as the lye r 
^hi$ world it ^res as, let what will dnfee \ 
This world it gives» in that high cordM, htfi : 
^he future of the pre&nt is the ibal : 
How this life groans, when iever'd from the mwt ! 
Poor, siutihited wretch^ that diftelieres I 
'Ay dark diftmft his being coS in two, 
In both parts periihes } Uf§ Toid of joy» 
Sad prelude of Eitmity in pain ! 

Coaldft thou perfuade me, the next Itfe eonU USk 
Our ardent wiflics ; how fhonld I poor oot 
My bleeding heart in angailb, a#«r, as doep f 
Oh ! with whatthonghts* thy hoptp and my devoir, 
Abhorr*d a^nxhilation P fatafts the ibuU 
And wide extends the bounds of human woe! 
Could I believe Lorbkzo's fyftem true* 
la tbii black chanel would my ntviogs min. '' Griif 
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•« GriV from the /i#fl»-r1ieiT0wVi peace, ere while. 
<* The future! imti/bt / aad tfce prtkiitpeiTrd/ 
*• Strange imptet of impficedtAted iff! 
** Fall, how pfofboBi I Like LttcirtK\ the faOtt 
•< Uno^val fine I His M, without his guilt! 
«< From whttre fonil ^^ bsllt her partlbti high, 
'' The gods anoiigr horrd hMdfong, hnrPd at onct 
** To Higher To mth'ng f Darker ftH than night. 
** If 'twaa jkK^ttjmr, jtAiy wakt me, IM7 wofft Pci^ 
^.LoKsuso ! boaftfifl of the tmmt tffFrieml! 
** O for dela£onI O for error fiill I 
^' Could vengeance flrike ranch ftrosgar tbifi to |ilaiit 
*' A /i^W «r b«ag ift n wOrM like This, 
«« Not over-rkk btfbfOy nmif beggared ^^oife; 
<' hffore curil than at tfat>M^-«^Tte liM gdet oat f 
<* The thoraa ibool «p \ What tkoiBi ill eTty thcmight ! 
«* Whf fettft of better ? It imbitters watte. 
•* Why fenft ? why life ? If bat to «gh, Aen ftnk 
<* To what I was I tvoke nothing f and math woe f 
*' Woe, from heavVa bounties! wo^, £rom what was' 
** To flatter moft, high inttUeaMsd pMoirv^ L"^^^ 

*' 7boKght^ n^iriuit kmmJegi I bkffiogt, by tiy fcheme^ 
•* All poifon'd int6 pains* Fsrif, hmniwgi^ oneo 
** My foul's ambition, nnv her greatcft dread. 
^' To kn9w n^Jklft Vnst wiMom F^^No, ei (haift 
«< That (hocking fcieoees paitbt of defpairl 
\* Avert thy* miaror s If I fce^ I die. 

** Know ntf Creanr t Climb His bleft abode 
** By painful fpecolation, pierce Ae veil» 
li Dive ht His nature, read His attributes^ 

K 4 I' And 
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'' And gaze Iniuimiration—- on z.foi^ 

•• Obtruding life, with-hoWing happinefs ! 

*• From the full river* that funound his throne, . ' 

•* Not letting fall one drop of joy on man ; 

'* Man gafping for one drop, that he might ceafc 

" To carfe his birth, nar envy rfpHla more ! 

*• Yp fable clouds ! ye darkeft (hades of night ! 

'* Hide H//», for ever hide Him, frbm my thought; • 

•• Once all my comfort; fource, and ibul of joy ! 

" Now leagu'd with furies, and with • "[bie^ agaioft me* 

" Knon» His atcbie<vtmenu f Stady His renown i 
*' Contemplate this amazing univerfe, 
'' Dropt from His hand, with miracles replete! 
«* For what ? 'Mid mirades of nobler name, • * 
•* To find one miracle of mifery / . 
•• To find the Being, which alone can knatn 
•* And fraife His works, a blemifh on His praife ? 
•« Thro* nature's ample range, in thought, to ftroU, 
'' And (tart at man^ the fingle mourner There, 
.*' Breathing higKhope f chain'ddown to pangs, anddeath? 

«* Knowing is foft'ring : And (hall cuirtu* (hare 
'« The figh of l«OTc//g'^^— Virtue (hares the-figh. 
*' By draining up the ftaep^of ixetllent^ 
** By battles fought, and, from temptation, won, 
** What gains (he, but the pang of feeing worth, 
<' Angelic worth, foon (hulHed in the dark 
" With tv^ry vice, and fwept to brutal dull ? 
** Merit is madnefs j virtue is a crime ; 
*l A crime to rea/w, if it cofis us pain 

• L9renz90 
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** Unpaid: What pain, amidft a thoa&nd more, 
«< To think the moft abandon% after days 
<' Of triumph o*er their betters, find in death 
** A%foft a pillow, nor XDskt fouler clay ! 

" Duty ! Religion .'— ^-Thefe, our duty done, 
** Imply reward. Religion is miftake. 
** Duty /"^—There's none, but to repel the cheat 
•* Ye cheats ! away ! ye daughters of my pride ! 
«« Who feign yourfclves the favorites of the &ics : 
" Ye tow'ring hopes ! abortive energies \ 
** That tofs, and ilruggle, in my lying breaf^, 
** To fcale the flues, and build prefomptions There, 
" As I were heir of an Eternity, 
** Vain, vain ambitions ? trouble me no more; 
" Why travel far in queft of fure defeat ? 
'* As bounded as my being, be my wifli. 
** All is inverted, nvi/dom is a fool. 
** Senfef take the rein ; bUndfa^onf drive us on; 
" And, ignorance ! befriend us on our way ; 
" Ye neWf but trueft patrons of our peace I 
'' Yes i give the ful/e full empire ; live the hrute^ 
*• Since, as the brute, we die. The fum of mau> . 
** Of Godlike man I to ren;e!j and to rot. 

** But not on equal terms with other brutes : 
" Their revels a more poignant relilh yield, 
" And fafer too ; they never poifons chufe. 
'< Infiin3i than reafon^ makes more wholfome meals, 
** And fends alUmarring murmur far away. 
•* Voxfenfual life they bcft philofophize ; 
*^ Theirs, that ferene, the /ages fought ia vain : 
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« Tit msm ^hine ofoftuUM witk heav*o ; 

«< £f/, all the/iwV, aad all the a»|/i. U nuNini* 

«< Shall iMKur cjes «iSM» daflblre in tcari ? 

«« And bleed, in as^ih, sooe but humdm hearts i 

** The wide-firetdu realm of sutilUfiMai woe, 

'• Snrpaifingy^ySra/ far« is All oor Own. 

«« In /(/^# fo fauUy diftingnifht* why 

5' Caftin one b|» oonfbnnded, liuqpt» in 4£mIi&/ 

** Ere yet in bein^ was mankind in gailt t 
** Why diunder'd this peculiar c/mffif againft na» 
** All'tMortai^ Mnd AU-wnttbid ! — ^Have the fldea 
^ Reafons o^^ce, their fabjefls may not fcan» 
' ** iioT humtljf'Tt^Son, when theyyltr/^fighl* 
••• MrM^rtaJ, andJII-'wretchedf^TUtOQmv^hl 
*' Unparallefd in nature : 'Tis too much 
** On being um-tquejlid at Thy bands, 
.^ Omnipotent ! ibr I fee nought bat/^w^r. 

*• And why iee That ? Why thought f To toil, and eae> 
** Then make our bed in darknefs, needs no thonghc. 
*' What fuperfluities are umimug ibuls ! 
«« Oh give Eternity I or Thought deilroy. 
*' But without thought our curfis were half-unfek ; 
^ Its blunted edge would fpare the throbbing heart i 
" And, thirefore^ \h beftow'd. I thank thee, R9a/9n / 
'* For aiding Ufe^ too fraall calamkiea, 
*' And giving being to the dread of death* 
*' Such are thy bounties I— Was it then too much 
^' For me^ to trefpafs on the brutal rights ? 
*' Too much for bea'vn to make one emmet more ? 
\* Too much for (haot to permit my mafs 

5f A longer 
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** A longer ftay wkk eflSmeemnwiotti^V 
•* Unfafhiotf'dy MM»nwMi#4i into «Mt / 
«* Wretched fi^-mM to iKit iwiiid »f pi^ t ' 
'« Wretched capacity of phicnfy, tkmi^ t 
<< Wretched capacity of dyiagt /^/ 

Lif$^ ^Ut^tf nmrib^ nnifiimm^ All (O toA revolt !) 
Owct firiendft to peace, goae ovot to the fee. 
Z)#«/i^» theo» has chs^ its oaeoro too : doatk t 
«' Come to my bofoiOy thes heft gUk of heaven \ 
*' Beft fioead of man f finer man it man flo more* 
«« Why in tlm thonqr nmUtrmft b long, 
'« Since thcre't nt^frmiid lmut% aaihrofial bower» 
*« To pay me with in hooey for my ftingt ? 
«< If needfol to the felfilh fchemes of heaven 
*' To fiing tta^ore^ why timkt our mifery ? 
'* Why this fo famptaoas infalt o'er our heads ? 
<* Why this illollrious canopy difplay'd ? 
<' Why fo magnificently lodg'd i^j^V^ 
«' At flated periods, fnre-retuming, roll 
** Theft glorious orhs^ that mortals may compute 
** Their length of laboors, and of pains ; nor lofe 
<' Their mifery *s full meafnre?— Smiles with flowers^ 
** And fruits, promifcuons, ever-teeming iortb^ 
" That man may languifh ia luxuriout icenes, 
** And in an Eden mourn his withered joys ? 
*' Claim earth and ikies man's admiration, duo 
" For fmh delights \ Bleft animah ! too wife 
^* To wondtr ; and too happy to complmn f 

** Our doom damd demands a mournfat fcene: 
2< YThy not a dungeon dark, lor the iondtrnttd T 

1^6 rWlf 
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** Why not the dragon*! fabcenranean den, 

^* For man to howl in ? Why not his abode 

'' Of theXamedifmal colour with his fate ? 

'' A Thibitf 2i Baty/ifit at vaft expence . 

" Of time, toil, treafare, art, for owls and adders. 
As congruous, as, for man, this lofty dome, 

** Whichprompts proud thon^t, and kindles high defire; 

<< If, bom her humUe chamber in the duft. 

While proud thoqght fWells, »nd high defireinflames, 

" The poor <K«;9r»» calls us for her inmates tJ^e.; 

'' And, round us, iieath'ii inexorable hand 
'_* Draws the dark curtain clofe ; undrawn no more. 
*' Undranjon no more /-—Behind the cloud oi death, 

** Once, I beheli a fan 5 a fun which ^If * 

** That fable cloud, and turn'd it all to gotd : , ' 

** Jlow the gra<ve^ alter d \ Fathomlefs, as hell ! 

«' A real hell to Thofe who dreamt of heav'n. 

** Annihilation! How it yawns before me !, 

•• Next moment I may drop from 'thought, iiomfenfe^ 

*• The privilege of i7»^f/j, and of lulor/wj, 

«« An outcaftfrom exillencel And this fpirlt, 

*' This all pervading, this all-confcipus foul, 

** This particle of energy divine, 

•* Which travels nature, flies from ftar to ftar, 

*« And vifits gods, and emulates their powers, 

" For ever is cxtinguiiht. Horror ! death ! 

" Death oi that death Ifearlefs once forvey'd f— ' 

•* When horror uni'verfal fhall delcend, 

*• And heav'n*s dark concave um all human race, 

** On 



u 



The Infidfl Reclaimed^- : 205; 

** On that enormoas, anrefanding tomb, 
f* How juft this verfe ! this monaniental figh !*' 
Sihioth the lumber of demolijht 'worlds^ 
Dtep in the ruhhijh of tie general *wreck, 
Snveft ignominiouf to the common mafs 
Qf matter f never tUgnifjI^d <w$th lifep 
Here lie proud xSiXionzU ; The/ons of heaven ! 
Ue lords of earth ! The property of worms I 
Beings of yeftexday, and no to^morronv f 
Who h'O'd in terror, and in pangs expired f 
jf II gone to rot in chaos ; or, to make 
Their happy tranfit into blocks or brutes, . 
lior Ibngtr fully their Ck i a t o r'j name^ 
LoREKzo! hear, paafe/ ponder, and pronounce. 
Juft is this hiflory ? \i fuck is man, 
Mankind*s hiftorian> tho' divine, might weep« 
And dares Lorenzo fmile ! — I know thee proud ; 
For once let pride befriend th^e ; pride looks pale 
Pit, foch a fcene, and iighs for fomething more* 
Amid thy boafts, prefumpcions, and difplays. 
And art thou then a flxadow ? Lefs than (hade ? 
A Nothing ? Lefs than Nothing ? To have been. 
And not to he, is lower than Unborn. 
Art thou ambitious ? Why then make the worm > 
Thine equal ? Runs thy tafte of pleafure high \ 
Why patronize fure death of ev'ry joy ? 
Charm riches t Why chufe begg'ry in the grave. 
Of ev'ry hope a bankrupt ! and for ever ? 
Ambition^ pleafure^ avaricf\ perfuadc thee 

T# 
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TomaketliatwoiUofg^t rt^of^irMMH ^ 

They • tttdj pi$^dt fiKf ^^^* fiipmttc 4tfif». 

What art thoo aade of f lUlhir, Wnr Uttmde) 
Great natun'f mafier-anP^tifie ieStxofi I 
I& endlefs life, and h^pmefi^ ietfiB'i } 
Or both wiflity hiri, wheee iinikcr can be taamif 
Such nua's.pefvtrfcy eternal war with hear^A ! 
Dar'ft them perfift ? And is there tfMghtoft oArth^ 
Bot a long tfaia of traafitory faulty 
Rifing, and brcakiag. mitUoM im a» hoUt ? 
Babbles of a fantaftie deity, Udwa up 
In fport, and then in ccneltjr dilhoy'd i 
Oh f for what crimen nanaciAd L^nimv t 
Deftr<^8 thy fchene themioA pf hoaat face ? 
Rind is fell LuciFEa, compa/d tb The^ : 
Oh ! fpare Aii mtmjlf of beitig^helf'^^ine ^ 
And Tindkate thf memmiffy of leatcn. 

Heatf 'tt ii all late ; all }0y in gtfi ng joy s 
It never bad created, bot to Utfi : 
j^nd fhall it, then, ftrike off the lift of Ufe» 
A being'bleft, or wortfay> lo be? 
Heav'n fiaits at an iOv/t/i^Ai^f Goi^. 

Is That, all naturt darts at, thy diefire ?* 
Art fadi a clod to wifli thy fdf M day ? 
H^at is that dreadfai wiih N>«Thr dyii^ groaft 
, Oi nature, mttrder'd by die blaciBeflr goSt. 
What deadly pbifon has thy nstare diaitk 2 
To nature ondebancht no Ihock fo great ; 
Natore's /irfi wUb is inditj> baffimfs % 
• In the Sixth Niftht. 
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Jn^hiUa^n b an afer-ObMsiit^ 
A monftrous wiih» luboro till vtruie dies. 
And* oil ! what d^ of kom>r lio iadot'd I 
For non-ejuftencc no matt cftr wUht, 
But, firft, he wiflit tbe Psity dcftieyU 

If foi wkat words arc dftrk fooogli to draw . 
Thy piaure true ? The datkeft are too bSr, 
Beneath what baleful planet, m what hour 
Of defperation, bjr what ftfry'$ aid. 
In what infemid peftnre of Ae fool, 
AU heU invited, and all hell in joy 
At fuch a birth, a birth fo near of \&tti 
Did thy foul/aa(]F wfielp fo black a fcbesM 
Of bopii abortive, fiuMa haULblowa, 
And deitiis iigtm, redncM to duf^ ? 

There*s nought (thou fa/fi) but one eternal flux 
Of feeble efle&ce», tumidtuoBi driven 
Thro^ iim^ rough billows mlo mgh'9 abyfi« 
Say, in this rapid tidt of koman ruin. 
Is there no f iri, on which man^s toffing thooght 
Can reft from terror, date his fate forvey. 
And boldly think it fimiMng to be bom ^ 
Amid fuch hourly wrecks of being fair. 
Is there no central, alKfoftaining ia/e. 
All-realizing* alt-€onne&ing/0*w/r. 
Which, as it call'd foith all things, can rmuB^ 
And force deflru3ion to refund her fpoil ? 
Command the grave reftore her taken prey ? 
%id death's dark vale its human harveft yield. 
And iortb, and^«y<}ff, pay their debt of man. 

True 
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True to the grand dcpafit trttfl«d /^fr£ / 

Is there no potentate^ whofc out-ftretcht arm. 

When ripning time calls forth th* appointed hoar, 

Plackt from foul tUvaftatioiC^ famiftit maw. 

Binds prefents fafi, zxAftOurty to his throne ? 

His throii^t how glorious, thus divinely grae'd. 

By germinating beings claft'ring round! 

A garland worthy the divinity I 

A throne, by heav'A's omnipotence infmiUs, 

Built (like 2i pharos JowVing in the waves) 

Amidft immenfe effuiions of his love ! 

An ocean of commumcated blifs f 

An all-prolific, allpreferving God I 
fbis were a God indeed. — And fuch // man> 
As here prefum'd : He rifes from his fall. 
Thinkft thou omnipotence a naked root. 
Each blofTom fair of Deity deftroy'd ? 
Nothing is dead ; nay, Kothing fleeps ; each foul. 
That ever animated human day, 
I^ow wakes; is on the wing: And where, O where. 
Will the (warm fettle ? — When the trumptt'^ call. 
As founding brafs, coUeds us, round heaven's throne 
Conglob'd, we balk in ever! ailing day, 
(Paternal fplendor I ) and adhere for eyer. 
Had not the foal t\)\& outlet to the ikies. 
In this vaft vefTel of the univerfe. 
How Ihould we gafp, as in an empty vo}d I 
How in the pangs of famiihL/&(?/tf expire ! 

How bright my profpeft (hincs I how gloomy, tbine /, 
A trembling world ! and a devouring god ! 

Earth 
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ISartbf but the Shambles of Omnipotence ! 
Hea<v*n's face all ftamM with cauielefs inaflaeres 
Of countlefs mllUons, born to feel the pang 
Of being lo/i, Lorenzo ! can it be ? 
This bids as ihadder at the thoughts of life. 
Who would be born to fuch a phantom world. 
Where nought f ubllantial but our mifery ? 
Where joy (if joy) but heightens our diftrefs. 
So foon to pertihy^ and revive no more ? 
The greater /ucb a joy, the mon it pains. 
A wcM-ld^ fo far from great (and yet how great 
It (hines to thee I ) there's nothing realin it ; 
Being, a (hadow ; confcioufnefs', a dream ? 
A dream, how dreadful \ CJniverfal blank 
Before rt, and behind ! Poor man, a fpark 
From non-exiftence flruck by wrath divine, 
dittoing a moment, nor rhat moment fure, 
'Midft upper, nether, and furrounding night. 
His fad, fure, fudden, and eternal tomb ! 

Lorenzo ! doft thou/^;/ thefe arguments \ 
Or is there nought but *vengeance cm be felt ? 
How haft thou dar'd the Deity dethrone ? 
How dar'd indi£l Him of a world like this ? 
If /itch the world, creatioh was a crime ; 
For what is crime, but caufe of mifery ? 
Retraft, blafphemer! and unriddle /i&//. 
Of endlefs arguments ahove. Below, 
Without us, and <within, the fhort refult — — ^ 
" If Mans immortal, tide's a Go» in heaven!* 

" Bat 
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But wherefore fach fedoadancy ? fock wato ' 
Of argament ? One feti my fool at reil ! 
One obvious, and at' hand, and» oh !«-«flt ieSrf^ 
So jnft the ikies, Philandbe's life b pain'd^ 
His heart (o pure i tbat^ or /unending fcenes 
Have palms to give, or ne*er had he been boni» 

** What an oUtaU is thh ! '* Lorenzo ciieft««» 
I grant this argument is old i but truth 
No years impair ; and had not this been trocj 
Thou never hadft defpisM it for its age. 
frutb is immortal as thy foul i znd/aik 
As fleeting as diy joys : Be wife, nor make 
HeavVs highotf blefling, vengeance ; O be wife I 
Nor make a curie of tmmortaiity. 

Say, know'fi thou what it is, or what thu art I 
' Know*ft thou ih' impertanei oi a foul unmortal ? 
Behold this midnight glory : Worlds on worlds 1 
Amazing pomp ! redouble this amaze ; . 
Ten thoufand ftdd *, add twice ten thoufand more i 
Then weigh the whole ; one foul outweighs them all i 
And calls th^ aftoninring magnificence 
Of uninttlligent creation poor. 

For this, believe not me ; no man believe i 
Truit not in words, but deeds ; and deeds no lefe 
Than thofe of th^ Sitpreme » nor His, a few i 
Confult them all i confulted, all proclaim 
Thy foul's importance : Tremble at thyfclf 5 - 
For whom Omnipotence has wak'd fo long : 
Haswak'd, andwork*d, forages; from the birth 
Qf aacute tii this unbelieving hour. 

fa 
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Iq this fmall ppaviBce of kit vift domite 
(AH aatmrs bow, whik I prOMNmee His Naftt ! ) 
What has God doftOi aad tod for this (dtt cnd» 
"tTo refcue (b«k fitmi d^a^ > TheyteTi Ugi t^fct 
Is writ in all the tondhiQ cf dit kk». 
The>ir/*j bigkprici ts the Ct^aWs Key^ 
Ulocks its myAeries, and Mktd lays 
The genuine canfe •£ tv'ry deed di?i«e : 
Tbat^ is the riMr tfagap windi fli^ttCafjn 
Their obvious eorrcfpoadtface, aad w&m 
Moft diftant periods in one bkft dofigo : 
n«/, is the iim;(^% hmg§9 onwhkk havo tuffll*il 
All revolutioBtf, whether we regard 
The nat\al9 uMl, or nl^jums^ WOfId i 
The former two but fervants to the diM ) 
To that thfif doty done, they both expir€^ 
Their ma/s new-caft, forgot dieir dads rmvwn'di 
And angels afit» « fFbtre 9Mi ihif/^o9uf$fair?^\ 

To lift as from this abjedt, to foblime » 
This flax» to permanefil ; this dark, to day ; 
This foul, to pare % Hm sarbj^, td fereite i 
This mean, to mighty f-— far thii glorious end 
TV Almigrtt, ri£ng, his tong fabbath brokel 
The world was ittade i was ruiii'd ; was reftor'd ; 
Laws from tbe fkice were piAIMh^d ; were repeaM; 
On earth kings, kingdoms, tofe i kingy, kingdoms, feH ^ 
Fam'd fagss lighted op the pagm world ; 
Prophets from Sion darted a keen f lanoi 
Thro' diftant ago; fuacs titfdf d ; martyrs bled t 
l^^wonders facred Mture ftood cootroal'd ; 

The 
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The living were tranflated ; dead were raisM ; 
Angels,, and more than angels,, came from heaven ; 
And> oh I for tbis^ defcended lower itill i 
Gui!t was heirs gloom ; aftoni(h*d at his gnei(. 
For one ihort moment Lucifer ador'd : 
Lorenzo ! and wilt thou do lefs ?— For //&//, 
TYizi hallonxj^d page^ fools feoff at, was infpir d. 
Of all thefe truths thrice- venerable code f 
DiiJIs ! perform your quarentine ; and then 
Fall proftrate, ere yon touch it, left you die. 

Nor lefs intenfely bent iufimal powers 
To mar, dian thofe of light , this end to gain. 
O what a fcene is herel--*LoREMzo I wake! 
Rife to the thought ; exert, expand thy foul 
To take the vaftidea : It denies 
All el/e the name of great. Two warring worlds ! 
Not Europe againft Jfric ; warring worlds. 
Of more than mortal I moanted on the wing f 
On ardent wings of energy, and zeal, 
High-hov'ripg o^cx this little brand of ftrife.! 
This fublunary ball— But ftrife, for what ? • 
In their own caufe confliding L No ; in /i>i«/, 
la man$. His Jingle int'reft blows the fiaxne ; 
His the fole ftake ; his fate the trumpet founds. 
Which kindles war immortal. How it burns f 
Tumultuous fwarms of deities in arms ! 
Force, force oppofing, till the waves run high. 
And tempeft nature's univerfal fpfaere. 
Such oppofitei eternal^ fledfaft, ftern, 

Sudi 
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Such foes implacable, zx^.good^ snd Uli 
Yet m^n, vain man, would mediate peace 'between them. 
Think not this fiftion, ^* fhart was nvar in betpun^^ 
From heay'n's high cryilal moantainy where it html;, ^ 
Th' Almighty's oat-ftretcht arm took down his bow : 
And ihot his indignation at the dap .* > ' 
Re-thunder'd beU^ and darted all her £res.~ ; '- 

And ^ems the.ftake oClitde momeat-ftill ? 
And (lambers maitf who iingly caas'd the (term ? 
He fleeps.-- And art thou tiiockt ztrnji/ienes f 
The greaterf. Thou. How dreadful to reflet. 
What ardor,- care, and counfel, morfir/; caafe 
In breads divine ! How little in theh* own !~' 

r 

Where- e'er I tarn,* how ntvf ^oofs pour upon roe ? 
How happily this wond'rous view fupports 
My former argument^ How ftroii^j Jfrikej 
Jptmortal lifes full demon ftration, here f 
Why this exertion ? Why this ftrarfge regard 
From heaven's Omnrpotent indulg'dto man ?-^ 
Secaufe, in man, the glorious, dreadfuf power, ' 

Extremely to be parn'd,»br blieft, for e<uer. 
Duration gives importance ; fweHs the price. 
An angel,, if a creature of a day, 
What would he be ? A trifle of no Weight; 
Or Hand, or fall ; no matter which 5 he's gone. 
Hecaufe immortal, therefore is indulged 
This flrange regard of deities to duft. 
Hence, heav'n looks down on earth with all her eyes : 
Hence, the fouFs mighty moment in her fight ^; 
Hence, Vi'ry foul has partifans abpve, ^ * 

And 
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And ev'ry ihoi^a«ri|k in the fldbs: 
H«Ms»fil«T»^^c^' iMtaDgritfcrkifoard, 

Abi4 «TVy gMvd s faffon for Uf charge < 
HemspB tpomM nfif tbecahnetdinao 
He» Md high <:««»M •Var ihe fiiee of aiai. 

Nor have the donde diefo gm dwi comiMt KA^ 
Angels nadsMT Ae cuitua^ the dvone^ 
And PaoviDM^fiB MMt <nth to meet oMHdeM t 
In Tariow «p4m of MBphnfieandawe, 
A fpoke hie w91« and ticnbUog JMiawthetrd i 
He fpoko it loud. Ml dMindar» mid ia term. 
WitneTs, thou SiMMfi I whafii ekiBd^oms'4i hdgh^ 
And (haken hafii, awa'd the fr^tm Gi>a : 
V(jtnef% ye ^//Afuw / whofe v^uimiiv tid% 
Breaking the chain that £aflea'4 it ia air# 
Swept Egypt, and her nMtnacetf to heU : 
IVitnefs, yejlama! th: .^^jftim^mnthkw 
To fev^nfqld rajge» as iaipoten^ as boag; 
And thoo, earUf •' wknefi» whofr a^pmHyag java 
Closed o*ai * p^Jb$^mU faeitte^s fiiae : 
Has not each .elmneat, in mrat HpUoAVA 
Tht foui's iigi fnicit aad fwiCNrg it ta the wKr ? 
Has not flame, ocean, «th^r^ ^mki^nkfi, itionn 
To ftrike this truth, thro' adaiPaotM man I 
If not all.ad«Aaat» Loa^vzo^l hMr^ 
All is delufioa ; a«t!«rf is wraft ap. 
In tenfold night, ftf^rfafij$*% ke^naft tft $ 
There's no •epnfiftence^ avunii;^ pllAp tran^ . 
In all bcncAth the (an^ in att ah^ve^ 
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(As &r as maft'efta penetrate) or heaven 
Is an immenfey nvefttmable prize ; 
Or all is Nothing, or that pnze is all.-— 
And ihall each /p^ be ftiti a match for heaven ? 
And fdl equivalent for gfoans below f 
Who would not give a trifle to prevent 
What he would give a thoofand worlds to ntnef 

Lorenzo ! thoaliaft feen (if tbiqe to fe^ 
All natitre, and her Goo (by natuce's ^our/e. 
And nature's courfe controuPd) xleclare for met 
The ikies above procUim ** immort^ oian I ^ 
And, '< man immurtalt*- all below rcfoui^ds* 
The world*s a fyftem of theology. 
Read, .by the greatetl Arangers to the fchoo|s i 
Ifhoneft, learnt ; zxi&fages o'er a plough. 
Is not, XoRntzol then^ impo&'d onthe^ 
This bard alternative^ or» to renocuice 
* llky reafifrty faAy/en/e} or,' tp >f/i>v# / 
What then is unieir^ ^i$ an exploit; 
A ftrenuous enterprise : To gain it, luau 
Mud bof A Aro* ev*ry bar of common fenfpy 
Of common Ihame, magnanimouily wrong; 
And what rewards the ^ordy combatant ? 
Hiscprize, repentemeei injwirf^ his crown. 

fiut whCKCorek ii^trnff'-^of want xA feuth 
Down the fteep precipice of ^wrMg he Hides ; 
There's nothsiig 4o fupport hioi in the nj^/^* 
faith i^ ^ftom^ wftntiog, is, at leaft 
Ia ttttbyQy ev'fy^weafcneft, -ey'ry-guSlti 
VUld ilrong temptation Tipens it to itrfh. 
I 
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^fi this life's gaio invites hiia to the deed. 
Why not his country fold* his father flain I 
'Tis virtue to porfue our good fupreme ; 
And his/upreme> bis. 99^ .good is ben, 
JmbitioH, a*v*rice, by the wife difdain'dy 
Is perfed nA/ifdom, while maBklnd are^«/r, ' 
And think a turf, or tombfione, covers; all :. 
fTbe/i find employment, and provide for /enft 
A richer pafture, and a larger range ; 
hxAfenfe by right divine afcends the throne. 
When wtuei prize and profpedi are no more ; 
Virtue no more we think, the will of heaven. 
Would heav'n quite beggar virtae, if belov d ? 

** has virtue charms ? "—-I grant her heavenly fair i 
But if unportIon'd« all will int'refi wed ; 
Tho* that our admh'ationy this^ our choice. 
The virtues grow on immortality ; 
That root deftroy'd, they wither and expire. 
A Deity believM, will nought avail ; 
Rewards and funijhmfnts make God adorM ; 
And hopes zxA fears give confcisnee all her power. 
As in the dying parent dies the child. 
Virtue t with immortality ^ expires. • ' 

Who tells me he de;iies his fovil immortal, 
Whatever his boaH, has (old me, Hes a knave* ' - 
His dutj 'tis, to love himfelf alone ; * 

Nor care tho' mankind perifli, if he fmiles. 
Who thinks ere long the man ihall 'wholly die, . 
Is dead already ; nought but bruti furvivies* 
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And are there fuch ? — Such candidates there are 
For more than death ) for utter lofs of being. 
Being, the bafw of the Deity ! 
Afk you the cau/e ? — The caufe rhey will not tell : 
Nor need they : Oh the forceries otfenfe ! 
^hey work this transformation on the foul, 
Difmount her like the ferpent at the fall, 
Difmount lier from her native wing (which foar'd 
£re-whiie ethereal heights), and throw her downj 
To lick the duft, and cremol^ in fuxdi a thought. 

Is it in words to paint you ? O ye fall'n f 
Fairn from the wings of reafirit and of hope ! ^ 
Eredl in fiature, prone in appetite ! 
Patrons of pleafure, pofting into pain t 
Lovers of argument, averfe to fenfe ! 
fioaflers of liberty, fad-bound in chains ? 
Lords of the wide creation, and the fhame \ 
More fenfelrfs than th' irrationals you fcorn f 
More ^<z/^ than thof^ you rule f Than thofe you pity. 
Far more undone / O ye moil iirfamous 
Of beings, from fuperior dignity f 
Deepefl in woe from means of boundlefs blifs ! 
Ye curft by bleffings infinite f Fecaufe 
Mod highly favoured, moft proftrandly loft \ 
Ye mocly mafs of contradi€fhtn ftrong ! 
And are you, too, convinc'd, ycmr fouls fly ofF 
In exhalation foft, and die in air. 
From the full flood of evidence Againjf you ? 
In the coarfc dnid'gcries, and finks o^ /enfe. 
Your fouls h«ve fotte w«rn outthe make of heaved^ 
Vol. in. L B/ 
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By vice newcaft, and crcauirc« of your own : 
Buc tho* you can deform, you can't dejlroy ; 
To curfe^ rot uncreate^ is all your power. 

Lorenzo ! this black brotherhood renounce ; 
.enounce St. E'vremonf, and read St. Paul, t 

Ire rapt by miracle, by rea/on wing'd. 
His mounting mind made long abode in heaven. 
^his is /reetbifth'ng, unconfin'd to/^7r//. 
To fend the foul, on curious travel bcnt> 
Thro' all the provinces of human thought ; 
To dart her flight, thro* the whole fphere of man; 
Cf this vail univerfe to make the tour ; 
In each recefs oifpace^ and time^ at home ; 
Familiar with their wonders ; diving deep ; 
And, like a prince of boundlefs int'r/sfts there^ 
Still moil ambitious of the mod remote ; 
To look on truth unbroken, and intire ; 
Truth in llatjyftem^ the full orb ; where truths 
By trutlis enlightened, and fuAain'd, afford 
An arch-like, flrong foundation, to fupport 
Th' incumbent weight of abfolute, complete 
ConrviSlion ; here, the more we prefs, we Hand 
More firm ; who moft ix amine 9 moll belie<ve, 
? arts 9 like half-fentences, confound ; the fvjhule 
Conveys the fenfe, and God is underflood ; 
Who not in fragments writes to human race : 
Read his njuhoie volume, fceptic ! then reply. 

Thts^ this, is thinking-free^ a thought that grafps 
Beyond a grain, and looks beyond an hour. 
Turn up thine eye, furvey this midnight fcene ; 

What 
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'What are earth's kingdoms, to yon boundlefs orbs. 
Of human (ouk, one day, the deilin'd range ? 
i\nd what yon boundlefs orbs, to godlike man ? 
Thofe numerous worlds that throng the firmament. 
And aik more fpace in heav'n» can roll at large 
In man's capacious thought, and dill leave room 
For ampler orbs, for mw creations, there. 
Can fucb a foul contrad itfelf, to gripe 
A point of no dimenfion^ of no weight ? 
It can ; it does : The ivorld is fuch a point : 
And, oithat point, hov/ /mail a part enflavesf 
How fmall a part— of nothing, fhall I fay ? 

Why not ? — Friendit our c ^'^trcafure ! how they drop ? 

Lucia, Narcissa fair, Philander, gone! 

TYit gra'vey like fabled Or^frw, has op'd 

A triple mouth ; and, in an aweful voice* 

Loud calls my foul* and utters all I fing. 

How the world falls to pieces round about us. 

And leaves us in a rain of our joy ! 

What fays this tran/portation of my friends ? 

It bids me love me place where now they dwell, 

And fcorn this wretched fpot, they leave fo poor. 

Eternity's 'vaft guan lies before thee ; 

There; there, Lorenzo! thy Clarissa fails. 

Give thy mind fea-room ; keep it wide of earthy 

That rock of fouls immortal i cut thy cord ; 

Weigh anchor ; fpread thy fails ; call ^^^^ry wind ; 

Eye thy Great Pole Jiar j make the land of life. 
Two kinds of life has double-natured man, 

And two of death; xht laft far more fevere. 

L 2 Lif4j 
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Life animal is nurtured by the fun ; 
Thrives on his boanties* triumphs in his beams. 
Life rational fubfifb on higher food^ 
Triamphant in His beams, who made the day. 
When we leave that fun, and are left by tbis^ 
(The fate of all who die ^n flubborn guilt) 
'Tis utter darknefs ; flridly douhU death. 
We fink by no judicial fifoke of heaven. 
But nature's r0»r^; as fure as plunibets fall. 
Since God, or man, mud alter, ere they meet, 
(Since light and darknefs blend not in one fphere) 
'Tis manifeft, Lorenzo ! nubo muil change. 

If, then, that deuble deatb ihould prove thy lot. 
Blame not the bowels of the DEZtr ; 
Man fhall be bleft, as far as man ptrmitt. 
Not man alone, all ratienah» heaven arms 
With an illuilrious^ bat tremendous, power 
To counter^aA its own mod gracious ends ; 
And this, of Arid neceiiity, not choice ; 
^bat pow*r deny'd, men^ angth^ wtre no more. 
But paflive engines void of praife, or blame. 
A nature rational implies the power 
Of being bleft, or wretched, as we pleafe ; 
Elfe idle rea/hn would have nought to do ; 
And he that would be barr'd capacity 
Of pain, courts incapacity of blifs. 
Heav'n tvills our happinefs, allo*ws our doom ; 
In'vites us ardently, but not compels ; 
• Heav'n but per/uades^ almighty man decrees i 
Man is the maker of immortal fatei. 

4 Maa 
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Man falls by mai), if finally he falls ; 

And fall he muft^ who learns from dtath alone. 

The dreadful fecret»— That he lives for Ever. 

Why this to Thee ? — Thee yet, perhaps, in doubt 
Of fecond life ? But wherefore doubtful ftill ? 
Eternal life is nature's ardent wifh : 
What ardently we wilh, vf^foon believe : 
Thy tardy faith declares that wifli deftroyM : 
What has deftroy'd it ?— Shall I tell thee, what ? 
Wheny^flr d the future, 'tis no longer wifht ; 
And, when unwifiit, v/ejlrii/e to difbelieve. 
** Thus irrfideiity our guilt betrays,^'* 
Nor that the yJ/^ dctcdlion I Blufb, Loreneo ! 
Blu(h for hypocrify, if not for guilt. 
'D^t future fear' d? — An infidely and fear? 
Fear what? a dream? ^ fable ? — How thy dread, 
Uniuilliug evidence, and therefore ftrong^ 
Affords my caufe an undefignM fupport ? 
How Sfbelief zfcLim^y what it denies? 
" i>, una'waresf afferts immortal li/e. "— 
Surprifing! infidelity txxms o\it 
A creeds and a confejion of our fim : 
Apoftates, tbus^ are orthodox divines. 

Lorenzo ! with Lorenzo clafh no more; 
"Nor longer a tranf^arent vizor wear. 
Think'ft thou, Religion only has her maik? 
Our infidels zxtfatan\ hypocrites. 
Pretend the worft, and, at the bottom, y^/A 
When vifited by thought (thought w/// intrude), 
Lilce him they ferve^ they tremble^ and believe. 

L 3 la 
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Is there hypocrify fo foul as this ? 
So fatal to the welfare of the world ? 
What dcteftation^ what contempt, their due ! 
And, if unpaid, be thank'd for their efcape 
That Chriftian candor ihzy Jlri'Oe hard to fcora. 
If not for that afylum, they might find 
A hell on earth ; nor 'fcape a worfe heloiv. 

With infolence, and impotence of thought, 
Inftead of racking fancy, to refute^ 

Reform thy manners, and the truth enjoy, --^ 

But fhali I dare confefs the dire refult ? 

Can thy proud reafon brook fo black a brand ? 

From purer manners, to fuhlimer faith. 

Is nature's unavoidable afcent; 

An honeft deift, where the gofpel ftiines, 

Matnr'd to nobler, in the Chrifiian ends. 

When that bleft change arrives, e'en cafl afide 

This fong fuperfluous ; life immortal ftrikcs 

Convidlion, in a flood of light divine, 

A Chrijlian dwells, like * UniEL, in the fun 5 

Meridian evidence puts douht to flight ; 

And ardent hope anticipates the ikies. 

Of that bright fun, Lorenzo ! fcale the fphere ; 

'Tis cafy ; it invites thee ; it defcends 

From heav*n to wooe, and waft thee whence it came : 

Read and revere the facred page ; a page 

Where triumphs immortality \ a page 

Whiph not the whole creation could produce; 

Which not the conflagration (hall deftroy j 

• Milant 

'Tis 
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'Tis printed in the mind of gods for ever. 
In nature's ruins not one letter loft. 

In proud difdain of what e'en gods adore, 
Doft fmile ? — Poor wretch ! thy guardian angel weeps. 
Angels y and men^ aflent to what I iing ; 
Wits fmile, and thank me for my nudnigbt dream. 
How vicious hearts fume phrenfy to the brain ! 
Parts puQi as on to pride, and pride to fhame ; 
Pert infidelity is w/V's cockade, 
To grace the brazen brow that braves the ik^es. 
By lofs of heing^ dreadfully fecure. 
Lorenzo f if thy dodrine wins the day, 
And drives my dreams, defeated, from the field; 
111 his is All, if earth a final fcene, 
Take heed ; ftand fail \ be fare to be a have ; 
A knave in grain I ne'er deviate to the right : 
Shouldft thou be ^W— How infinite thy lofs 1 
Guilt only makes annihilation gain. 
Bleft fcheme I which life deprives of comfort, death 
Of hope; and which Vic£ only, recommends. 
If fo $ where, infidels ! your bait thrown oat 
To catch weak converts? Where your lofty boaft 
Of sieal for virtue, and of hve to manf 
Annihilation I I confefs, in thefe. 

What .can reclais/t yoa } Dare I hope profoan4 
Fbilofophers the converts of ^fongf 
Yet know, its * title flatters you, not mv; 
Yours be the praife to make npy title good$ 
Mine, to blefs heaven, and triumph in jwir praife.' 

• The Infidel Reclaimedi 
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Bnt (ince fo peftileBtial your di&afe, 

Tho' fov'reign is the medicine I prefcribe. 

As yet, I'll neither triumph, nor defpair : 

But hope» ere long, my midnight dre^m will wake 

Your hearts, and teach yotirKw/^^04BH*-to be wife : 

For why fliould fouls immortal, made ibr bUfs, 

E'er wifh (and wiih in vain f) that fouls could die? 

What ne*er ra«,die» Oh ! grant to li<ve \ and crown 

The wifli, and aim, and labour of the ikies ; 

Increafe^ and ettter on the joys of heaven : 

Thus fhall my title pafs a /acred feal^ . * 

Receive an imprimatur from Above, 

While angels (hout— A Infidel Reclaimed f 

To clofe, Lorenzo! Spite of all my palns^ 
Stiil fcems it Grange, that thou fhouldft livey»r iq;ir ? 
Is it U/s Grange, that thou fhouldft. live at all? 
Ihis is a miracle ; and That no more. 
Who gave beginning, can exclude an end. 
Denpthou^rf: Then, doubt if thou ^^/f he. 
A miracle with mtracles inclosM, 
Is man : And ftortt his faith at what is flrange ? 
What lefs than wonders, from the njumderful \ 
What lefs than Miracles, from God, can flow? 
Admt a GO D — that myftcry fupreme ! ' 
That Caafcnifaas'd! all other wonders ceafe; 
Nothing is roarvelloa9 for ffim to do : 
Deny Him — aJLie myftery befides ; 
Millions of myftsri^ ! Each darker far, 
Than that thy wifdom would, nnwifely, flmn. 
If ^v^^ thy faith, why chufe the harder fide ? 

.We 
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We nothing knonv^ but what is marvellous; 
Yet wh^Lt is marvellous, we can^t belie*ve. 
So weak our rtafin^ and fo ffreat our God, 
What moft furprifes in Ahe /acreJ page. 
Or fall as ftrange, or flranger, mufi be true. 
Faith is not rea/on*s labour^ but repofe. 

To/aith, and 'virtue, why £0 backward, man ? 
From hence :*— The/r^»/ ftrongly (bikes us all ; 
T)\t future, faintly : Can we, then, be men ? 
If men, Lorenzo ! the reverfi is right. 
Reafon is man's peculiar : Senfe, the brute's, 
Thefre/ent is the fcanty realm of fen/e 5 
IChc future,, reafon's empire unconfin'd : 

On that expending all her godlike power, 

She plans, provides, expatiates, triumphs, there ; 

There, builds her bUJfingt / There, expeds hcrfraifei 

And nothing aiks of fortune, or of men. 

And what is reafou ? Be (he, thus, defin d % 

Keafon is ufright ftatmre in ^^ foul. 

Oh i be a man \ — ^and (Irive to be a god. 

•* For what ? (thou fayft) : To damp the joys of life?'* 

No 5 to give heart ^xAfuhftance to thy joys. 

That tyrant, bofe 1 mark, haw (he domineers ) 

She bids us quit realities, for dreams ; 

Safety, and peace, for hazard, and alarms . 

That tyrant o er the tyrants of the foul. 

She bids ambition quit its taken prize. 

Spurn the luxuriant branch on which it (its, 

Tho' bearing crowns, to fpting at difiant game i 

And plunge in toils «nddaBgers-»for repofe« 
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If hope precarious, and of things, when gain*d« 
Of little momcDt, and as little ftay. 

Can fweetCQ toils and dangers into joys ; 

What then, tifat hope, which nothing can defeat, 

Our leave unafkM ? Rich hope of boundlefs blifs! 

Blifs, paft mans pow'r to paint it ;. time\ to clofQ! 
T/fis hope is earth*8 moil eftimable prize : 

This IB man's portion, while no more than man :. 

Hope, of all paffions, Tja6R. befriends us here; 

P^flions of prouder name befriend, us lefs. 

Joy has her tean ; and trattfport has her death ;. 

Hopey like a cordial, innocent, tho* ftrong, 

Man's heart, at once, in/pints^ Sind /ereftes ; 

Nor makes him pay his wifdo(^ for hi$ joys ; 

Tis All, our prefent ftate caa /a/efy bear, 
Health to the frame ! and vigour to the mind I 
A joy attemper'd I a chafl'ud delight ! 
Like the fair fummer ev'ning, mild^ and fweet f 
'Tis man*8 full cup ; his paradife below f 

A blefl hereafter, then^ or hop*d, or gain'dji^ 
Is All ; — our nuhole of happinefs : Full proofji 
I" chofe no trivial or inglorious theme, 
vAndknow, yc foes to fong ! (well-meaning men, 
Tho' quite forgotten * half your Billed praife !) 
Important truths^ in fpite of ^erfe^ may pleafe : 
Qra^ve mind6 you praife; nor can you praife too much: 
If there is weight in an Eternitv, 
Let the grave liftcn ;— and be graver ftill. 
* The poetical parts of it* 
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AN D has all nature,. then, efpousM my part ? 
Have I brib'd keav'n, and earth, to plead againfl 
And is thy fool /VwwtfrftfV?— What remains ? [thee'f 

All,* All, Lorenzo!— Make immortal, blcft. 
Unblcft immortals !— What can ihock us more ? 
And yet Lorbmzo fttU ailedlft thenjuorldi 
There, ftows his treafure ; Thence, his title draws^ 
Man oftbi tiiorldl (for fach wouldfl be caird) 
And art thou proud of that inglorious ftyle 1 
Proud of ivproach ? ^or a reproach ic ivo/^ 

la 
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In antient days ; and CHRisTiAN.^n an age, 
When men were men, and not alham'd of heaven^. 
FirM their ambition^ as it crown-d their joy. 
Sprinkled with dews from the Caftaiian font,, 
Fain woold I re-baptize thee^ and'confer 
A parer fpirit, and a nobler name. 
~ Thy fond attachments fatal, and inflam'dy. 
Point out my path^ and dilate to my fong : . 
To Thee, the ^orld bow fair I How ftrongly drikes 
Amhithn ! and gay phafure ftronger ftill I 
Thy triple bane ! the triple bolt, that lays 
Thy virtue dead ! Bd tbefe my triple theme ; 
Nor ihall thy ov/V, or wi/yom, be forgot. 

Common the theme ; not fo the fong ; if She 
My fong invokes, Urania, deigns to fmile. 
The charm that chains ns to the world, her foe,. 
If (he diflblves, the man of earthy at once. 
Starts from his trance, and fighs for other fcenes ; 
Scenes, where thefe fparks of night, thefe/arj fiiall fhinc:: 
Unnamber'd fans (for all things, as they aru 
The bled behold) ; and, in one glory, pour< 
Their blended blaze on man's aftonifiit fight ; 
A blaze — the lead illnftrious obje£t thitt^ 

LoREMzo ! fmccotemal is at hand. 
To fwallow tifHo's ambitions ; as the vaft 
Liviatban, the bubbles vain, that ride 
High on the foaming billow ; what avail 
High titles, high defcent, attainments high. 
If unattain*d our bigbeji ? O Lorenzo! 
What lofty thoughts, thefe elements above. 

What 
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What towVmg hopes, what failles from the fun»^ 
What grand furveya of dcftiny divine, 
Ajad pompous prtfage of unfathom'd fate,. 
Should roll in bofoms^ where a fpirit burns^ 
Bound for eternity I In bofoms read 
By Him, who foibles in archangels fees V 
On human hearts He bends a jealous eye. 
And marks, and in^heav'n^s regifter inroUs, 
The rife, andprogrefs, of each option there.;. 
Sacred to doomfday ! 'That the page unfolds^. 
And fpreads us to the gaze of gods and men. 
And what an option, O Lorinzo ! thine ? 
This world I and Tbis» unrivaird by the ikies ! 
A worldj. where luft of pha/urt, grandiur, goU, 
Three iamom that divide its realms between themj. 
With ftrokes alternate buffet to and fro 
I^an s reftlefs heart,, their fport, their flying ball ; . 
Till, with, the giddy circle, fick, and tir!d, . 
It pants for peace, and drops into defpair. 

Such is the world Lorenzo fets above 

That glorious fromi/e apgels were efteem'd 
.ToomM9tQ bring; a promife, Xhtix Ad»r*d: 

Defcended to communicate, and prefs, 

Sy counfel, miracje, life, death, on man. 

Such is the world Lorenzo's wifdonvwooeSy. 

And on its thorny pillow feeks repo(e ; 

A. pillow, which, like opiates ill-prepar'd«. 

I^itoxicates, but not compofes ; fills 

TJie vifion^^y mind with gay cbiiQaBjrA3, 

Alt. 
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All the wild trafh of fleep, without the reft ; 
What un/eignJ trsLVtl; aad what dreams of joy f 

Howfraily men, things! H«w momentary, fiothi 
Fantaftic chace* of Ihadows hunting fhades I 
The gay, the hujj^^ equal, tho^ ttnlike ; 
Equal in wifdom^ diifierently wife ! 
Thro* flow'ry meadows, and thro* dreary waftes. 
One buftling, and one dancing, into death. 
There*8 not a day, but, to the man of thought, 
Jetrays fome feeret, that throws new reprojich 
On life, and makes him fick of feeing more. 
The fccnei of hus'mt/i tell ui— •< What are men ; • 
The fcenes of pba/ure^*' What is all befide ; " 
nere, Othertwedefpifei and Airr^, Ourfelves. 
Amid Jijgitfi eternal, dwells delight ? 
"^Tis approbation ilrikes the firing of joy. 

What wondrous prize has kindled this career, 
Stons with the din, and choaks na with the dull. 
On life*8 gay ftage, one inch above the grave ? 
The proud run up and down in queft of eyes ; 
The ftnfuttU ni purfuit of fomething worfe ; 
The grofvu o^ gold j the pcUtlt^ of power ; 
And All, of other butterflies, as vain I 
As eddies draw things frivolous, and light. 
How is 0)an*s heart by 'vanity drawn in ^ 
On the fwift circle of returning toys, 
Whirrd,{lraw-like, round and round, and then ingttlph'd. 
Where gay delufion darkens to defpair ! 

*« ^hii is a hMten track. '^-^U thi^ a track 
, Should not be beaten ? Never beat enough^ 

Till 
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Till enough learnt the truths it woald infpire. 

Shall Truth be filent, becaufe Folly frowns ? 

Turn the world's hiftory ; whac find we there, 

^Mt /ortufte's {pons, or «a/«r^'8 cruel claims. 

Or ivomans artifice, or mans revenge. 

And endlefs inhumanities on man? 

Fame's trumpet feldom founds, but, like the knell^ 

It brings bad tidings : How it hourly blows 

Man's mifad ventures round the lift'ning world ! 

Man is the tale of narrative old timei 

Sad tale; which high as ParaJi/e begins; 

As if, the toil af travel to delude. 

From ftage to ft age, in his eternal round. 

The days, his daughters, as they fpin our hoars 

On fortuities wheel, where accident unthought 

Oft, in a moment, fnaps life's ftrongeft thread. 

Each, in her turn, fome tragic ftory tells, 

With, now-and-then, a wretched farce betweexi 

And fills his chronicle with human woei. 

Time's daughters, true as thofe of men, deceive us j 
Not one, but puts feme cheat on all mankind : 
While HI their father's bofom, not yet o»r/, . 
They flatter our fbnd hopes ; and promife much 
Of amiable ; but hold him not o'erwiie. 
Who dares to tnift them ; and laugh round the year 
At ftill-confiding^ Hill- confounded, man. 
Confiding, tho' confounded ; hoping on. 
Untaught by trial, unconvinced by proof. 
And ever looking for the ncver-feen. 
Life to the lail, like horden'd felons, lyes; 

Nor 
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Nor owQs itfelf a cheat, till it expires. 

Its little joys go out by One and One, 

And leave poor man, at length, in perf.^^ night ; 

Night darker, than what, no-w^ involves the pole. 

O T HOU, who doft permit thefc ills to fall, 
For gracious ends, and woaldft that man (hould monrn f 
O THOU, whofe bands this goodly fabric fram'd. 
Who knoWft it beft, and wouldft that man Aouldknow^f 
What is this fublanary world ? A vapour ; 
A vapour all it holds ; icfdf, a vapotrr ; 
From the damp bed of chaos, by Thy beam 
Fxhard, ordain*d to fwim its deftin^d hour 
In ambient air« then melt, and difappear. 
Earth" 5 days are numbered, nor remote her doom i 
As mortal, tho' lefs tranfient, than her Tons ^ 
Yet they doat on her, as the world and they 
Were both eternaU folid; THOU» a dream. 

They doat, on What ? Immortal vieivs apart, 
A region of outfides ! a land of (hadows I 
A fruitful field of flow'ry promifes ! 
A wildernefs of joys ! perplext with doubts. 
And fharp with thorns ! A troubled oceaa, fpread 
With bold adventurers, their a/J on board ; 
No fecond hope, if here their fortune frowns ; 
Frown foon it mufi. Of various rates they, lail. 
Of eniigns various ; All alike in This, 
w///relllefs, anxious ; toft with hopes, and fean,. 
In calmed (kies ; obnoxious All to. dorm; 
And ilormy the moft genVal blaft of life : 
^il bound for happinefs ; yet few provide 

The 
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The chart of knonulrge, pointing where it lies % 
Or <virtue*i helm, to fhape the courfe defign'd : 
j4/Jy more or lefs, capricious fate lamenty 
Now lifted by the tide, and now reforbM, 
And farther from their wifhes than before: 
Mf more or lefs^ againft each other da(h. 
To mutual hurt, by gufts of pafTion driven. 
And fufF'ring more from folly, than from fate: 

Ocean I Thou dreadfi>l and tumultuous home 
Of dangers, at eternal war with man ! 
Death's capital, where moft he domineers, 
With all his chofen terrors frowning round, 
(Tho' lately feafted high at ♦ Jlhhn's coflj 
Wide-op'ning, and loud-roaring ftill for more I 
Too faithful mirror ! how deft thou refle6l^ 
The melancholy face of human life ! 
The ftrong refemblance tempts me farther dill i 
And, haply. Britain may bedeeper ilruck 
By moral truth, in fuch a mirror feen. 
Which nature holds for ever at her eye. 

Self flattered, unexperienc'd, high in hope, 
When young, with fanguine chear, and ftreamers gay. 
We cut our cable, launch into the world. 
And fondly dream each wind and ftar our friend ;t 
All, in fome darling enterprise embarkt : 
But where is he can fathom its extent ? 
Amid a multitude of artlefs hands. 
Ruins fure perquifite I her lawful prize f 
Some fteer aright ; but the black blafi blows hard, 
* /Vdmiral Balchen, &Ci 

And 
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And puffs them wide of hope: With hearts of proof. 
Full againft wind, and tide, fame win their way • 
And when ftrong effort has deferv'd the port. 
And tugg'd it into view, *cis won I *tis loft ! 
Tho' ftrong their oar, ftill ftronger is their fate : 
They ftr.tke; and while they triumph, they expire. 
In ftrefs of weather, m^fi ; /ome fmk OHtright ; 
OVr them, and o*er their names, the billows clofe ; 
To-morrow knows not they were ever bom. 
Others a (hort memorial leave beliind. 
Like a flag floating, when the bark*s iogulph'd ; 
Ic floats a moment, and is fee a no more : 
One CjESAa lives; a thoafand are forgot. 
How few, beneath aafpicious planets born, 
(Darlings of Providence ! fond fate's ele£l I) 
With fwelling fails make good the promis'd port. 
With all their wiOies freighted 1 Yet ev'n Thefe, 
Freighted with all their wiflies, foon complain ; 
Free from misfortune, not from nature free. 
They ftill are men ; and when is man ll&cure f 
As fatal timtt Z&ft9rml the rufli of years 
Beats down their ftrength ; their nnmberlefs efcapes 
In ruin end : And, now, their proud fnccefs 
But plants ntw terrors on the vidor's br6w : 
What pain to quit the world, juft made their own. 
Their neft fo deeply drown'd, and built fo high ! 
Too low they build, who build beneath the ftars. 

Woe then apart (if woe apart can be 
From mortal man), and fortune at our nod. 
The- gay.! rich! greati triumphant! and auguft ! 

What 
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What are they ? — ^Thc moft happy (ftrangc to fay ! ) 
Convince me xnoft of human mifery ; 
What are they ? Smiling wretches of to-morrow ! 
More wretched, then^ thap e'er their ilave can be s 
Their treacherous bleifings, at the day of need. 
Like other faithlefs friepds, unmafk, and fting : 
^ben^ what provoking indigence in weahh ! 
What aggravated impotence in power I 
High titles, tben^ what infult of their pain ! 
If that fole anchor, equal to the waves. 
Immortal hope ! defies not the rude florm. 
Takes comfort from the foaming billow's rage. 
And makes a welcome harbonr of the tomb. 

Is This a fietcb of V^hat thy foul admires ? 
" But here (thou fay^ft) the miferies of lifb 
*' Are huddled in a group. A more diftinCt 
^< Survey^ perhaps, might bring thee better newf.** 
Look on life's flages : They fpeak plainer dill ^ 
The plainer they, the deeper wik thou iiglu 
Look on thy lovely boy ; in him behold 
The beft that can befal the beft on earth ; 
The boy has virtue by his motberh iide : 
Yes, on Flokello look : hfathorz heart 
Is tender, tho* the mait% is made of fione ; 
The truth, thro' fuch a medium feen, may make 
Impreilion ^tt^^ and fondnefs prove thy friend* 

Flore LLO lately caft on this rude coaft 
A helplefs infant ; now a heedlefs child ; 
To poor Clarissa's throes, ^hy care fucceedt 1 
Care lull of kve^ and yet fevcro as hate i 

O'er 
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O'er Ay four* Joy how oft thy fondncfs frowns f 

Needful aufterities his will reftrain; 

As thorns fence in the tender plant from harm. 

As yet* his rea/on cannot go ^one ; 

But afks a fterner nurfe to lead it on. 

His little heart is often terrify 'd i 

The blu(h of morning, in his cheek, tumt pale ; 

Its pearly dew drop trembles in his eye ; 

His harmlefs eye I and drowns an angel there. 

Ah ! what avails his innocence i The tadc 

Injoin'd muft difdpline his early powers ; 

He learns to figh^ ere he is known to (in ; 

Guilclefs, and fad ! A wretch before the fall I 

How cruel this f More cruel to forbear. 

Oar nature fuch, with necejfary pains. 

We purchafe profpedis of precarioui peace i 

Tho' not a faibir^ This might deal a figh. 

Suppofe him diTciplin'd aright (if not, 
'Twill fink our poor account to poorer (1111) ; 
Ripe from the tutor, proud of liberty. 
He leaps inclofure, bounds into the world ; 
The world is taken, after ten years toil. 
Like antient Trty ; and all its joys his own. 
Alas ! the world's a tutor more fevere ; 
Its leiTons hard, and ill deferve his pains ; 
Unteaching All his virtuous nature taught. 
Or books (fair virtue's advocates!) infpir'd. 

For who receives him into public life ? 
Men of the tvorU^ the terrs-filial breed, 
Welcome the modeft ftranger to their fphere, 

(Which 
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(Which glitter d long, at diftance, ia his fight) 
And, in their hofpitable arms, inclofe : 
Men, who think nought To ftrong of the romance^ 
So rank kuight. errant, as a real friend -: 
Men, that ad up to recfon% golden rule. 
All weaknefs of aff'eSiw quite fubdu'd : 
Men, that would bluih at being thought finc<^re, 
And feign, for glory, they*w faults they want; 
That love a lye, where truth would pay as well ; 
As if, to Them, vice fhonc her own reward. 

Lorenzo ! canft thou bear a ihockipp; fight ? 
Such^ for Florello's fake, 'twill now appear: 
See, the fteel'd iiles of feafon d veterans, 
7>ain d to the world, in burniiht fallhood bright ; 
Deep in the fatal ftratagems of peace ; 
All foft fenfation, in the throng, rubb'd ofFj 
All their keen purpofe, in politenefs, iheathM ; 

His friends eternal— during intereft ; 

His foes in^lacable— when worth their while ; 

At war with cv'ry welfare, but their own ; 

As wiie as Lucifer ; and half as good ; 

And by whom none, but Lucifer, can gain— « 

Naked, thro' Thefe (fo common fate ordains). 

Naked of heart, his cruel courfe he runs, 

Stung out of All, mod amiable in life, 

Prompt truthy and open thought, and fmiles unfeigned ; 

AlFe^ion, as his tpecies, wide-diffus'd ; 

Noble prefumptions to mankind's renown ; 

Ingennoas truft, and confidence of love. 
Thefe claims to joy (if mortals joy might claim) 

a wiu 
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Will coft him many a figh ; till time, and pains. 
From the flow miftrefs of this fchool. Experience^ 
And her affiftaat, pasfing, pale, DifimJ, 
Purchafe a dear-bought due to lead his youth 
Thro* Terpentine obliquities of life. 
And die dark labyrinth of human hearts. 
And happy ! if the due ihall come fo cheap ; 
For, while we learn to fence with public guilty 
Full oft we feel its foul contagion too, ^ 

If lefs than heav'nly virtue is our guard. 
Thus, a flrange kind of curft neceiTity 
Brings down the flerling temper of his fooT, 
By bafe alloy, to bear the current flamp, 
Belotu call'd wifdom; fmks him intofafetyi 
And brands him into credit with the nvorldi 
Where fpecious titles dignify difgrace. 
And nature's injuries are arts of life ; 
Where brighter reafon prompts to bolder crimes } 
And heav'nly talents make infernal hearts; 
That unfurmountable extreme of guilt 1 

Poor Machiavel f who labour'd bard his plaii^ 
Forgot, that genius need not gp to fchool ; 
Forgot, that man, without a tutor wife. 
His plan had praAis'd, long before *twas writ. 
The world's all title-page j there's no content j ; 
The world's all face ; the man who ihews. his heart. 
Is whooted for his nudities, and fcorn'd. 
A man I knew» who liv'd upon a fmiie ; 
And well it fed him i he look'd plump and fair $ 
While ranked venom foam*d thro' ^vtxy vein.- 

Lorenzo! 
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Lorenzo ! what I tell thee, take not ill ! 

Living, he fawn d on ev'ry/oo/ alive ; 

And, dying, cursM the friend on whom he llv*d« 

To fuch proficients thou art half a faint. 

In foreign realms (for thou haft travelled far) 

How curious to contemplate two ftate-rooks. 

Studious their nefts to feather in a trice. 

With s^l the necromantics of their art. 

Playing the game oi facts on each other. 

Making court fweet- meats of their latent ga11« 

In fooliih hppe, to fteal each other^s truft ; 

Both cheating, both exulting, both deceivM ; 

And, fometimes, both (let earth rejoice) undone ! 

Their parts we doubt not ; but be That their ihame i ' 

Shall men of talents, fit to rule mankind. 

Stoop' to mean wiles, that would difgrace a fool ; 

And lofe the thanks of thofe few friends they ferve ? 

For who can thank the man, he cannot fa ? 

Why fo much cover ? It defeats itfelf. 
Ye, that know all things I know ye not, mens hearts 
Are therefore known, hicaufe they are conceaPd ? 
For why conceal'd ?-— The caufe they need not telh 
I ^ive him joy, that^s aukward at a lye ;. 
Whofe feeble nature truth keeps ftill in awei 
His incapacity is his renown. 
*Tis great, 'tis manly, to difdain difgutft ; 
It (hews our fpirit, or it proves our ilrength. 
Thou fey'ft, Tis needful: Is it therefore right? 
Howe'er, I grant it fome fmall fign of grace. 
To ftrain at an excufe : And wouldft thou then 

Vou in. M Efcape 



24« ^be C o M p L A I K T« Night 8. 

£fcape that cruel ffffi^/' Thou may(l« with etfc; 
Think no poft naJ/ul that demands a knave. 
When late our ciril helm was ihifung hands, 
So P— — thooght : Think better, ifyoucaiu 
But this, how rare ! the public path of life 
Is dirty:— Yet, allow that dirt its due. 
It makes the noble mind more noble ftill : 
The world's no*neuter ; it will wound, or fare; 
Our virtue quench, or indignation fir^* 
You fay. The world, weU*known, will make a man: 
The world, well-known, will give our hearts lo heaven. 
Or make us d^emonSf long before we die. 

To ihew how fair the world, thy niftrefr, lluoes. 
Take iitber part, fure ills attend the choice ; 
Sure, tho' not equal, detriment enfoes. 
Not <i;/r/tf«*s*felf is deify 'd on earth ; 
Firtui has her relapfes, conflidls, foesi 
Foes, that ne*er fail to make her feel their hate,* 
firitu has her ^uliar fet of pains. 
True friends to virtue, lafi, and leaftf complain | 
But if they figh, can others hope to fmile ? 
If luifdom has her miferies to mourn. 
How can poor folly lead a happy life ? 
>And if hoth fuffer, what has earth to boad. 
Where he 'moji happy, who the Itafi lameau ? 
Where much^ much patience, the moft envy'd ftat«» 
And /»«/ forgivenefs, needs, the bell of friends f 
For friend, or happy life, who looks not higher* 
Of neither fhall he find the Aiadow here. 
The world's fwom advocate* without a fee 

LotsifzO 
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Lorenzo fmartly, with afmile, re|flies; 

^* Thus far thy fong is right ; and All roafi own, 

** Virtue bat hir fecuiiar fit of fains.^^ 

** And joyi ftiuiiar who to ^ce denies ? 

'< If vice tc lit .with nstdre to comply : 

** 1( pride, and fiftfi, are fo predominant, 

** To check, not BvercMu, them, makes a fsun^ 

" Can nature in a plttaer roice proclaim 

** PUafurt, and glmjt Ae chief -good of man ? ^ 
Can friJet &tt<i fenfuaUty, rejoice ? 

From purity of thought, all plettfure fprings ; 

And, from an hsmble fpirit, all our peace. 

Jmhition^ fleetfurel let us talk of Thefe: 

Of Thefe, the Porch, -and Academy, talked; 

Of Thefe, each following age had much to fay ; 
Yet, unexhaafted, dill, the needful theme. 
Who talks of tbe/e, to mankind all at once 
He talks ; for where the faint from either free ? 
Are Thefe thy leFoge ?-— No i thefe mlh upon thee ; 
Thy vitals feiza, and, wuUureA'Skt, devour : 
111 try, if I can pluck thee from thy rock, 
Prombtkevs ! from this barren tNtll of earth; 
If reafon can unchain thee, thou art fret. 

And, lirft, thy Caucafus, ambition, calls ; 
Mountain of torments ! eminence of woes ! 
Of courted woes ! and courted thro* miftake ! 
Tis not ambition charms thee; ^tis a cheat 
Will smke thee Itert, as H— — at his Moor. 
Doft grafp at'gteatnbrs > ftrft, know v^hat it is : 
Ttink'ft (hon thy grcatnefs m difiinaiim lies ? 

Ma Noi 
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Mot in the feather, \^ave it €tr fo high. 

By fortune ftuck, to mark us from the throng* 

Is glory lodgM : 'Tis lodg'd in the reverfe \ 

In that which joins, in that which equals, All, 

The monarch, and his Have ;— ** A deathlcfs fouI» 

- Unbounded profpeA, and immortal kin, 

** A Father God, and brothers in the ikies ; ** 

Elder, indeed, in time ; bot lefs remote 

In excellence, perhaps, than thought by maa« 

Why greater what can fall, than what can rife ? 

{f ftill delirious, now, Lorenzo! go i 
And with thy full-blown brothers of the «EV0rA/, 
Throw fcorn arpund thee ; caft it on thy flatres.; 
Thy flaves, and equals : How fcorn call on Them . 
Rebounds on Thee ! If man is mean, as man. 
Art thott a god? If Jertum makes him fo. 
Beware the confequence : A maxim That, 
Which draws a monftrous picture of mankind^ 
Where, in the drapery, the mmi is loft i 
.Externals fluttering, and the foul forgot^ 
Thy greateft glory, when difpos'd to boaft« 
Boaft that aloud, in which thy fervants ihare. 

We wifely ftrip the fteed we mean to buy : 

Judge we, in their caparifons, of m$n f 

It nought avails thee, ivhtru but nifkat^ thoa arti 

All the diftinaions of this little life 

Are quite cutaneous, foreign to the man. 

When, thro* death^s fireights, iortb't fabtle ferpentacreep^ 

Which wriggle into wealth, or climb renown. 

As crooked Satan the forbidden treej 

They 
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They leave their party-colour*d robe behind. 

All that now glitters^ while they rear aloft 

Their brazen crefls> and hifs at tis below. 

Of fortune's /«r«j ftrip them, yet alive ; 

Strip them of body, too; nay, clofer ftill, 

Away with all, but morale in their minds ; 

And let, what then remains, impofe their name, 

PrQnounca them Weak, or Worthy; Great, orMea)r> 

How mean that fnuflT of glory fortune lights, 

And death puts out ! DoH thou demand a teft, 

A ted, aC once, infalliblej and fhort, 

Oi real Greatnefs ? That man Greatly lives, 

Whate'er his fate, or fame, who Greatly dies ; 

High flufti'd with hope, where heroes ihall defpair. 

If this a true criterion, many courts, 

lUuftrioQs, might afford but few grandees. 

Th* Almighty, from his throne, on earth furveys 
Kought Greater*,, than an honeft. Humble Hearts 
An Humble 'Heart, //ifj refidence ! pronounc*d 
His fecond feat ; and rival to the ikies. 
7he private piith, the fecret ads of men, 
If noble, far the riobleft of our liyes ! 
How far above Lorenslo's glory fita 
Th' illnftrious mailer of a name unknown ; . 
Whofe worth unrivall'd, and unwitnefs'd,. loves 
Life's facred fliades, where gods converfe with men i 
And peace^ beyond the world's conceptions fmiles I 
As thou (now dark), before we part, fhah fee. 

But thy Great Soul this Jkidking glory fcoms. 
L>o&ENzo'» fick, but when Loh^nzo's feen ; 

M 3 And, 
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And, when he fhrogs at public bas'ncfi, 1/cs, 

Deoy'd the public eyt, the public voice^ 

As if he liv*d on others breath, he dies. 

Fain would he make the vi^orld his pedefial } 

Mamkind tht gazers, the fole iigare» He. 

Knows he, that mankind praife agaiail their wilb 

And mix as qioch d^tra^Uon as they can ? 

Knows he, that faithlefs ftme ^et whifper has^ 

As well as trumpet ? That his vanity 

Is fo much tickled from not hearing AliP 

Knows this all knower, that from itch of fwf^ 

Or, from an itch more fordid, when he ihines» 

Taking his country by five hundred ears. 
Senates at once admire him, and defpife, 
With modeft laughter lining loud aj^aufe. 
Which makes the finile more mortal to his fame I 
\l\%famit which (like the mighty CiBSAa], crowft*d 
With laurels, in full fenate, greatly falls, 
Byfiemhg friends, that honour, and deftroy. 
We rife in glory; as we fink in pride; 
Where boafUng ends, there dignity begins : 
And yet, miftaken beyond all mifiake. 
The blind LoaCNzo^s proud — of bein^ pro.udl 
And dreams himfelf afcending in his fall. 

An eminence, tbo' fanfy'^^ turns the brain: 
All vice wants Bellilere ; but of all vice. 
Pride loudeft calls, and for the largeft bowl > 
Becaufe, unlike all other vice, it flies. 
In faSi 9 the poipt. Infancy mofi purfu'd. 
Who court apj>la|ife, oblige the world in tbif i 

They 
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They gratify man's ps^on to refu/e. 
Superior honour, when a£um*di is lofl \ 
Ev'n good men tarn banditti^ and rejoice. 
Like Kovli-Kan» in plunder of the proud. 

Tho' fomewhat difconcerted, fleady ftill 
To the world's caofe, with half a &ce of JQy« 
Lo&ENzo cries — " Be, then, ambUion caft; 
" Ambition^s dearer f^r ftands unimpeach'd, 
«< Gay pltafure ! prpttd atiAiiioH is her flaTe i 
'^** For Her, he foara a^t ^r<A/, and havard^ iV/ s 
'< For Her, he fights, and bleeds, ^ overcomes ; 
*< And paves his way^ withccowfts, to reach Her iinile ! 
« Who can refift Ker charms ? ^^OtJh^uUf LoaBMa^ f 
What mortal (hall refift,- where angels yitjd } 
Plinfun^ the miftrefs or ethereal powers ; 
For her contend the rival gods above ; 
Flemfuri^ the miibefs of the world below ; 
And well it is for man, H^tpliafun charmaj 
How would All ftagnate, but for f/nt/urs't ray I 
How would the frozen ftream of aAion ceafel 
What is the polfe of this fo bufy world ? 
The love of piiofitre : That, thro' ev'ry vein. 
Throws motion, warmth $ and ihuts out death from llf«.r . 

Tho' various are the tempers of mankind, 
Fleafuris gay family hold All in chains : 
Some moft affed the black i and fome, the fair^ 
Some honeft//rV^' court I and fome, obfcese^ 
Pleafures obfcent are variou^ as the throng 
Of paffions, that can trr in human hearts; 
Miftake their objects, or tranfgrefs their bounds. 
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Think yoo ihert's but one whoredom ? Whoredom^ AU9 

Bat when oar nafin licenfes delight. 

Doil doubt LoRENa^o ? Thoa (halt doubt no more. 

Thy father chides thy gallantries , yet hags 

An ugly^ common harlot, in the dark ; 

A rank adulterer with others ^olJ: 

And that hag, vengeance^ in a corner, charms. 

J{atred her brothel has, as well as love. 

Where horrid epicures debauch in blood. 

Whatever the motive, fleafure is the mark : 

F.or Her, the black alTafiin draws his fword \ 

For Her, dark ftatefmen trim their midnight lamj^ 

To which VLofingk facrifice may faU $ 

Jen- Her, the faint abftuns ; the mifer ftarves ; 

The Stoic proud, for pleafnre, pleafure fcorn'd % 

For Her, affiSun(% daughters grief indulge^ 

And find, or hope, a luxury in tears 1 

For Her, guilt, fhamc, toil, danger, we defy 4 - 

And, with an aim nfohptuousf rufh on death. 

Thus nniverfal her defpoiic power. 

And as her empire wide, her praife is yiSL 
Patron of pleafure ! doa^ter on delight t 
I am thy rival ; pleafure I profefs j, 
Fleafure the purpofe of my gloomy fong. 
Pleafure is nought but virtuous gayer name i 
I wrong her ftill, I rate her worth too low ; 
Virtue the root, and pleafure is the flower i 
And honeft Epicurus^ foe& were fools. 

But this founds harfh, and gives the ^wi/e offence ;: 
If oerftrain*d wifdom fUll retains the nam* 

How 
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How knits mifttrUy her doody brow. 

And blames, as bold, and hazardoqs, ihtpraifi 

0£fiut/un» to mankind, unfrais% too dear ! 

Ye mo($ern Stpics ! hear my foft reply • 

Their fenfes men vsitt truft : We can^t impofe i^ 

Or, if we coald, it impoiition right ? 

Own bonejf/weet'i but, owning, add this ^/wj^ ;. 

** When raixt with poifon, it is deadly too," 

Truth never was indebted to a lye. 

Is nought but virtue to be pralsM, as good ? 

Why then is health preferred before difcafe ? 

What nature loves is good, without our leave. 

And where no fature drawback cries, ** Beware ^^. 

PUafure^ tho' not from virtue, JhouU prevail. 

*Tis balm to life, and gratitude to heaven ; 

How cold onr thanks for bounties uneojoy'd t 

The lovi offleafure is man's eldeft-born. 

Born in his cradle, living to his tomb \ 
. Wi/domt hfer younger filler, tho* more gravel, 

Was meant to mnijier^ and not to mar^ 

Imperial fkajure^ queen 6f hximan hearts. 
Lorenzo I Thou, her majefVy's renown'd. 

The' uncoift, counfel, learned in the v^arU! 

Who Aink'ft thyfelf a Murray, with difdain 

May 'ft look on me. Yet, my D'emosthbnbs ! 

Canft thou plead fleafurez cau(e as well as I ? 

Know'ft thoa her nature, furpoje^ parentage? 

Attend my fong, and thou fhalt know theja all \' "* 

And know Thyfelf; apd know thyfelf to be 

l^^ange trudi f) the moft abft^mions^man alivti 

W $. Till 
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TcU not Calista ; (he will laii|^ thee 4e«d | 
Or fend thee to her hermitage with L— — • 
Abfard prefiunption f Thou who never knew'ft 
A ferioiM thought I ihalt thon dare dream of jogr i^ 
No mas e'er foand a t4ifftf Hfehy chance; 
Or yawn'd it into being, with a wiih ; 
Or» with the (boat of grov'llng apfeti/e, 
£*er fmelc it oot^ and grabbed it from the dirt* 
An ari it is, and maft be learnt ; and learnt 
With unremitting effort, or be left ; 
And leaves us perfeA blockheadSf in ourblifs. 
The clouds may drop down titles and eftates ; 
Wioltb may feck Us ; but nmfdom mail be fopght ; 
Sought before all ; but (how unlike a)l elfe 
We fetk on earth ! ) 'tis never fought in vain. 

Pirft, plia/ure*t birth, rife, ihength, and grandeur, fee 
Brought forth by nuifdom^ nurft by Hjcifline^ 
By paiience taught, by ffrftverana crowned, ' 
She rears her head majeftic ; round her throng' 
Ereded in the bofom of the juft> 
Each virtue, lifted, forms her manly guard. 
For what are njlrtuis ? (Formidable name !) 
What, but the fountain, or defence, of jpy ? 
Why, then, commanded ? Need mankind comniMU^ 
At once to merits and to make^ their blifs ?— 
Great Legiflator ! fcarce fo great, as kind ! 
If men are rational, and love delight. 
Thy gracious law but flatters human choice ; 
In the tratifgreffion lies the penalty ; 
And they the mod indulge, who moS obey* 
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Of fUafurtt next» the final caufe explore ; 
Its mighty purfo/t^ its important end. 
Not to tarn human brutal, but to build 
Divini on human, fleafun came from heaven* 
In aid to rttjln was the goddefs fent ; 
To call up all its (Irength b/ fuch a charm. 
Plm/urif firft, fuccQurs njtrtue ; in return^ 
Vtrtui gives pltafure an eternal relga. 
What, but the pltafure of food, friendfiiip, faitb^ 
Supports life nat\ah ci'viit and divini f 
*Tis from the pleafure of repaft, we live \ 
*Tis from the pleafure of applaufe, we pleafe ; 
*Tis from the pleafure of belief, we pray 
(All pray'r would ceafe, if unbclievd the pri^e) : 
It ferves ourfelves, our fpecies, and our God ; 
And to ferve more, is paft the fphere of man. 
Glide, then, for ever, pleafure^s (acred ftream ! 
through Eden^ as Euphrates ran, it runs. 
And foflers tv*Ty growth of happy life; 
Makes a new Eden where if flows ; — but fach 
As muft be loft, Lorenzo ! by thy falL 

^ What man Ihy thy falJ P^'-^ThovLlt ftortly fee. 
While pleafure's nature is at large difplay*d ; 
Already fung her engin, and ends. ^ 
Thofe glorious ends, by kind, or by degree. 
When pleafure violates, 'ds then a vice. 
And vengeance too ; it haftens into pain. 
Fffom due refrefhment, life, health, reaibn, joy ; 
From wild excefs, pain, grief, diftra£tion, deaths 
HeavVs julUce this proclaims, and that her love. 

M 6 What 
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"What {rcttcr cri] can I wiih my foe. 

Than hit foil draogbt of plcafore, fi-oma caHL 

Unbroach'd hyjuft autkoritj, angaug*d 

By tempirancx by rea/an unrefin'd ? 

A thoufand dasmoni torlt within At lee. 

Hcav*n, others, and oarfetves t uBiDJar'd tBefi^ 

Drink deep ; the deeper, then, the more divine ^ 

Angels are angels, from indulgence tient^ 

*Tis unrepenting pleafure makes a god. 

Doftthifikthyfelf agod from other joys f 
A viAim rather !' (hortly (are to bleed. 
The wiong mujl mourn: Can heavVs appointments fail ^ 
Can man outwit Omnipotence f ftrike out 
A felf-wrought happinefs unmeant by Him 
Who made os, and the world we would enjoy T 
IVho forms an inflrament, ordains from whence. 
Its difibnance, or harmony, fhalt rife. 
Heav'n bid the foul this mortal fnuQe infpire.; ^ 

Bid virtue's ray divine infpire the (out 
With unprcjcarious flows of vital joy ; 
And, without breathing, map as well mig)it Hope 
For liftf as, without piety, for peaccu 

** Is virtue, then^ and /iV/y the fame ? "— 
No ; piety ii more j 'tis virtue's fource ;, , 
Mother of evVy worth, as that of joy. 
Nen of the *world this dodlxine ill digeft ^ 
They fpaile at piety ; yet boaft aloud 
Coed-tJoiU tp mm ; nor know they ftrive to pait* 
What nature joins ; and thus confute themfelves* 
With fi$^y begins aU good on earth ; 
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^Tis the firft born of ratidDality. 

Confiience, her firft law broken^ wOttnded lies ;, 

Enfeebled, lifelefs^ impotont to good ; 

A feign'd aff'ed^ioii bounds her utmoft power. 

$om we caQ*c love,, bot fof th* Almighty*s iakej; 

A foe to God was Ae'er trae friend to man ;. 

Some finifter intent taints all he does ; 

Andy in h'ts kindeft actions, he's ankind.. 

Qn piety, humanity is buik ^ 
And, on humanity, much happinefs ;; 
And yet ftill more on piety itfelf. 
A foul in commerce with her Go;>, is heaveif;; 
Feels not the tumults and the fiiocks of life ; 
Th£ whirls of pafiions, and the ftrokes of heast^, 
A Deity believ'd, is joy begun ;, 
A Deity ador'd, is joy advanced ;. 
A Deity bclov'd, isi joy mator'd.. 
Each branch offhty delig)it infpires ;. 
Faith builds a bridge from this world to the next^ 
0*er death's dark gulph, and all its horror hides ;, 
Prai/e, the fwe^ exhalation of our joy,. 
That joy exalts, and makes it fwecter ftill; 
Pray*r ardent ojjens heav'n, lets down ^ ftreaoL 
Of glory on the confccrated hour 
Of man, in audience with the Deily.. 
Who worfliips the Great God, that inftant join*; 
The firft in heav'h, and fcts his foot on hell. 

Lorenzo.! wien waft Thou. at church^^;^^ 
Thou think'ft the fervice long : But is it juft ? 
Tho* juft,. nnwelcome : Thou hadft rather tread 

ITnr 



254 9^ CaMPLAINTr Night 8. 

UnhallowM ground \ the mafe, to win thine ear, 

Muft take an «r lefs folemn. She compliei. 

Good twfititu$ f 9Xihe found the world retiret i 

Verfe difaffeOs k» and Lorcnzo fmiles ; 

Yet has ike her firagUo full of charms ; 

And fuch as age (hall heighten, not impair. 

Art thou deeded ? Is thy mind o*ercaft ? 

Amid her fair ones, thou the fidreft chufe. 

To chafe thy gloom.— j*^ Go, fix fome weighty truth ; 

^ Chain down ibme fagtw i do fome genrous good', 

«< Teach ignorance to fee, or gfief to fmile j 

•• ConeGLtky/n'imii befriend thy greatcft/w ; 

** Or, with warm heart, and confidence diTine, 

** Spring up, and lay ftrong hold on Him who made thee/^ 

Thy gjioom is fcttter*d, fprightly fpiriti flow ; 

Tho' withePd is thy vine, and harp unftrpng. 

Doft call the bowl, the viol, and the dance. 
Loud mirth, mad laughter ? Wretched comforters I 
Phyfidans} more than half of thy difeafe. 
LoMgbter, tho* never cenfnr'd yet as fin, 
(Pardon a thought that only /eew fevere) 
Is half-immoral : Is it mudi in^ulg'd ? 
By venting fpleen, or diffipatlng thought. 
It fiiews ti /corner, or it makes ^fooli 
And fins, as hurting others, or ourfelves. 
*ris pride, or emftinefs, applies the ftraw. 
That tickles little minds to mirth effufe ; 
Of grief approaching, the portentous fign ! 
The houfe of laughter makes a houfe of woe. 
A man triumphant is a monfirous fight i 

A man 
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A man dtjiSid it a fig^ aa acaiu 

Wliat caofe.^ #rfflM#lr, w>(n» ffich ilb al^oiMid ? 

What for d^akw^ wlier« prefidei a Pow«r» 

Who call'd m into being to be bkfti 

So ^eTe> as confcious, g^ief may lifis la j^i 

So joy, as confdons, joy to grief may fall* 

Mofttrttc, a wi£emanaever wyibefa4i 

Bot neither will fonorou9» bubbling mirth» 

A (hallow ftream of hiyppiaefs betiay : 

Too happy to be fpor^ve, he's ferene. 

Yet wouldft Aon laogh (bat at thy own expenca). 
This counfel ftrange iboaU I pmfnaie to gift«- 
«< Retire, and rf|4 thy BiUi» to be gay.*' 
Jbirt truths abound of IbvVcign aid to peace 1 
Ah ! do not priae them lefs, becanfe anfjnr'd. 
As thou, and thine* are apt and proad to do. 
If nn infpir'd, that pregnant page had flood, 
Tim's treafure I and the wonder of the wife f 
Thonthink'ft, perhaps, thy>«»/alooe at flake r 
Alas !-^Should men mi^ake thee for t^fi^l^^ 
What man of tafte for genius, wifdom, truth, 
Tho* tender of thy £une, could interpofe } 
Believe ibe, fenfe, bin^ a£b a double part. 
And the true critic is a ChriJHam too. 

But tbcfe^ thou think*ft, are gloomy paAs to joy.*^ 
7rui joy in funflune ne'er was found at iiift 1 
They, firft, themUves oflend, who greatly pleafe; 
And travel only gives us found »q)o(e. 
Heav'ny^/& all pleafnre ; eflbrt is the price s 
The joys of cofiqae^ are the joys of man 1 
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And glopy the vidorioos /mt// fpreadi 

O'er pkafltrit piuw, perpeto&l, placid itnim^ 

There is a ttime, wheif toil mall be preferr*d^ 
Or joy, by mif-tim'd fondnefs, it ondone.^ 
A man offUafitn m a man of fainr. 
Thoa wilt not take the trouble to be bleft. 
Falfe)oy%, indeed, are bom from want of thoagHt ;; 
From thoughts full bent, and energy, the trut ; -. 
And that demands: a mind in equal pot^e, 
Remote from gloomy grief» and glaring joy; 
Mochyoy not only fpeaks fmall happinefe. 
But happinefs that (hortly muft expire^ 
Can loy, ubottom'd in rtfledion, ftand t 
And, in a iempefi;, .caa refledion lire ? 
Can joy, like thine,' fecnve itfelf an houi' ? 
Can joy, like thine, meet accident- unihock'd f 
Or ope thedoot to honeft pov^y } 
Or talk with threatening death, and not tbf n pale?- 
In fuch a worki, and (ach a nature, thr/i 
Are needful fundamentals of delight : 
Thefe fundamentals give delight iftdeed; 
Delight, po«e, delicate, and durable ; 
Delight, unlbaken, maftoUne, divine f 
Aconftant, and a found, bttt>(ri0«/.j«y.>_. 

Is jpy the daughter of Temerity ? 
It is :— Yet far my doArine from feveM;. 
** Rejpice for ever ;'* It becomes » man.;: 
Exalts, and fets him nearer to the godsv 
^ Rejoice for. ever," Naturg cries, '• Rejoiee i^' 
And drinks tf man^ in ker iie£toicoa» cop«, 
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Mixt up of delttates for ev'ry feafe ; 

To the great Founder of the bounteous feaft» 

Drinks glory, gratitude, eternal praife ; 

And he that will notfUJgt ber^ is a chnrii 

/// firmly to fupport, good fully tafte» 

Is the whole fcience of felicity : 

Yet /faring pkigi : Her bowl is net the bell, 

Mankind can boaft.— ** A rational repaft 1 

'* Exertion, vigilance, a mind in arms> 

** A military difcipline of thought, 

^* To foil temptation in the doubtful field; 

*' And ever. waking ardor for the rigkt.^ 

*Tis tbefe^ firft, give, then guard, a chearfiil hearts 

Nought that is rights think little 1 well aware, 

What reafon bids. God bide» by His command 

How aggrandized, the fmalleft thing we do I 

Thus, nothing is infipid to the wife ; 

To thee» infipid all, but what is mad^ ' 

Joys feafon'd high, and tailing (Irong of guilt 

*^Madt (thoareply'ft, with indignation fir'd) 
*' Of anrient fages proud to tread the ftops, 
•* I follow natmn.'' — Follow nature ftill. 
But look it be thine o*wn: Is con/cience, then» 
No part of nature ? Is fhe not /vfreme I 
Thou regicide ! O raife her from the dead \ 
Then, follow nature; and refemble God. 

When, fpite of confcience^ pleafure is purftt'dj 
Mans nature h unnaturally pleas'd : 
And whafs unnatural, is painful too 
At intervals, and jnuft difguH ev'n Thee I 

Thft 
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The faa thou know^ft ; bat not» perhaps, the caufe. 
Virtuis fonivlatioM with the world's were laid ; 
Heaven mixt her with o^r make, and twilled clofe 
Her facred int'scOs.with the ftriags of life. 
'Who breaks her awefisl mandate, (hocks himfelf], 
His better felf ; And is it gteater pain, 
OvLvfoul (houM niinattr, or oar dufi repine ? 
And one> in th^ir eternal war, muft bleed. 

If one mufi inSott which fliould teaft be.fpar'd ? 
The puns of mind furpaft the pains of fenfe : 
Alk, then, the gout, what torment is In gvilt. -^ 
The joys of /nfi to nuntal joys are mean : 
Senfe on the prefont only feeds s the foul 
On paft, and fotiire, forages for joy* 
*T!s hers, by retrofped, thro* time to range j 
And forward'/rW*s great fequel to furvey. 
Could haman courts lake vengeance on the mifuf. 
Axes might ruft, and racks, and gibbets, fall : 
Gaard, then, thy mind, and leare the reft to fate. 

LoaaNBo ! wilt thon never be a man ? 
The man is dead, who for the body lives, 
Lar*d, by the beating of his pulfe, to M 
With evVy luft, that wars againft his peace ; 
And fets him quite at variance with himfelf. 
Thyfelf, firft, know ; then love : AyJ^there is 
Of virtue fond, that kindles at her charms. 
A felf there is, as fond of e<r*ry vice. 
While ev'ry virtue wounds it to the heart : 
Humility degrades it, jujiice robs, 
Bleft bounty beggars it, fair truth betrays. 

And 
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And godUke magHanimiiy deftroys. 

this felf, when, rival to the fbrmer, fcorn 1 

When not in competition, kindly tieat» 

Defend it, feed it -.—Bat when Tirlac Ms, • 

Tofs it, or io th^ fbwU> or to tUse fiames. 

And why ? *Tis fove xi fUtkfitrt bids thee bleed ; 

Comply, or own felfjove ixHuB^ or MVr^/. 
For what is n)tc% ? Self-love in n ndflake r 

A poor blind merchai^t buying }oys too dean 

And mrtue^ what ? Tit felf-love in her \tnts» 

Qait6«{kilfal in the market of delight. 
Self.love*s good fenfe is lonre of that dread Power, 
From whom herfeif, and aU flic can enjoy. 
Other felf4ove is but di^nk'd felf-hate % 
More mortal th^n the malice of oar fdes ; 
A felf-hate, n^w, ftarce Ait; th$n felt fulKfore^ 
When being,, cmft 1 extindion, tond^implorM ; 
And evVy tbiag prtfetrM to what we are. 

Yet this felf-loveLoRiNzo makes his choice^ 
And, in this choice triumphant* boafts of joy. 
How is hjs want of happinefs betray*d. 
By difaffeflion .to the preient hoot ! 
Imagination wi^nders hx afield : 
The futare pleafes : Why ? The prefent pains. -^ 
'' But that's %/t€Xit'' Yes, which all men know;. 
And know froiQ Thee, di£eover*d unawares. 
Thy cea^elefs agitation, rcAlefs roll 
From cheat to cheat, impatient of a paafe 1 
What is it ?— *Tis the cradle of the foul. 
From infiina feat, to rock her in difeafe» 

Which 
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Which hcrphyfidan, Rfo/im, will not cure, 
A poor expedint f yet thy beft ; and while 
It mitigates thy pain, it owns it too. 

Such are Lorinzo's wretched remeclieBf 
The weak have renedies ; the wife have joys^ 
Superior wifdoni is foperior blifs 
And what fure mark diflingoiflies the wife ? 
Confident wifdom ever wills the fame 5 
Thy fickle wiih is ever on the wing. 
Sick of hcrfelf, is /pUfs charaacr ; 
As nmfdom't is, a modeft fclf-^plaqfe. 
A change of evils is thy good fopreme ; 
Nor, bat in motion, canft thoo find thy reft. 
Man*s greateft ilrcngth is (hewn in Sanding ffill. 
The firft fare fymptom of a mind in health. 
Is reft of heart, and pleaAire felt at home. 
Falfi plcafarc from abroad her joys imports x 
Rich from within, andfclffuftainM, the //•«/.. 
The tfut is fixt, and folid as a rock ; 
Slipp'ry the faife, and toffing, as the wave, 
7bi$^ a wild "wanderer on earth, like Cain ; 
That, like the fabled, felf-enamour'd boy. 
Home-contemplation her fupreme delight % 
She dreads an interruption from without, 
Smit witj^ her own condition ; and the more 
Intenfe (he gaaes, (lill it charms the more. 

No man is happy, tiU he thinks, on earth 
Thiprc breathes, not a more happy than himfelf : 
Then envy dies, and love overflows on All| 
And tove overflowing makes.an angel Here*. 

Such 



Virtue's Jfy^l^% &c. 24Ji 

Such angels. All, indtled to repofe 

Oa Him who |;overns fate ; Tho' tempeft fVowns, 

Tho* aature (hakes, how foft to leaa on heaven I 

To lean on Him^ on whom archangels lean ! 

With inward eyes, and filent as the grave. 

They Hand colleding evVy beam of- thought, 

7ill their hearts kindle with idivine ddight ; 

Por all their thoughts, like angels, feen of old 

In Israbl's dreaxn^ come from, and go to, heaven ; 

Henpe, are r^/; ftudious of feqaeibred fcenes ; 

While noife, and diHipation, comfort tha. 

Were all men happy, revellings^eald ceaf«» 
That opiate for inqg igtude^wrtSS. _ 
LoaSNco ! never roan was truly bleft. 
Bat it composM, and gave him foch a eaft> 
As folly might miftake for want of joy< 
A caftj unlike the triumph of the proud \ 
A modeft afpea, and a fmile at heart. 
O for a joy from thy Philaudbr's fpdag ! 
A'fpring perennial, ri£ng in the breaft. 
And permanent, as pure ! no turbid fiream 
Of rapfrous exultation, .{welling high ; 
Which, like land floods, impetuous pour a ^xlo» 
Then fink at once, and leave ns in the mire. 
What does the n^zt^ who tranfient |oy prefers ? 
What, but prefer the bubbles to the ftream I 

Vain are.all fudden failles of delight i 
Convttlfions of a weak diftemperM joy. 
Joy's a fizt date; a tenure, not a flartJ 
Blifs ther« is none, bat wifncariws blifs : 

That 
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That is the gem: Sell AlU and p«rcbtie Thau 

Why go a begging -to tondngencies^ 

Not gaia'd wlrh eafe, nor {kftlj Ierv*d. if gainM> 

At good fortttitOtts, draw back, aiid paafe ; 

Snfpea it i what thoa caoft enfape, enjoy ; 

And nought but whatchoagiv^ftthTfelf, is fare. 

Riafiti perpetoates J07 that reafon gives. 

And makes i( as ioimortal as berfelf :. 

To mortahy nooght imarortal, bttt tlirir worth. 
Worth, cottfctotts worth ! Utooid mhfiiutely reign i 

And other joys aflc leave for their approach % 
Nor, aneAamin'd» ever leave obtain. 

Thou art all anarchy ; a mob of jc^s 

Wage war, and perifli in inteftine bioSs ; 

Not the leaft pcoraife of tntemal peace f 

No bofom-Gomfort! or imboivow'd bltfe! 

Thy thoughts are vagabonds ; All ontward botmd, 

*Mid fands, and rocks, and ftorms, to crutfe for pleafnre ; 

if gained, dear-bonght 1 and better mUs'd than gained. . 

Much pain moft exptale, what mnch pm procllr^d• 

Famyn andy^, from an infUled Ihore^ 

Thy cargo bring ; and pefttlenca the prize. 

Then, fuch thy thirft (infatiaible thirft 1 

By fond indulgence but snfiamM the more! ) 

Fanty dill cnufes. When ipootfittfe k tirM* 

Imagination is the Paj^^frr^nr fliop. 
Where feeble happinefs, likeVvLCAif, liae^ 
Bids foul iJtas^ in their dark lecefs. 
And hot as hell (which ksndled the Uack fires^ 
With wanton ait, ihofe b^ m9^%f9m, 

Which 
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Which murder all thy time^ healthy wealth, and fame* 
Wouldft thou receive them^ other thoughts there are, 
Oi).^aifgel->x>iDg« defcending from above. 
Which thefe, with art divine, would counter-work, 
Aad forin teleftial armour for thy peace. 
In this is feen imaginadon's^^^// ; 
But who can count her foUUs f She betmys thee^ 
To think in giiindeur (heve is fomething great« 
For works of curious art, and antient faoie,. 
. Thy genius hungers, elegantly paia*d i 
And foreign climes muft eater for thy tafie. 
Hence, what difafler !— -Tho^ the price was paM, 
That perfecoting prieft, the T^rk of Rom$^ 
Whofe foot (ye gods J } tho* doven, muft be kife'd^ 
Detain'd thy dinner on the Lotion Ihore % 
(Such it the fate of hoaeft Protefiants \) j 

And poor maffiijicince is ftarVd to death* 
Hence juft'refentment, indignation, ine^— 
fie padfy*d, \i outward things are great, 
*Tis magnanimity gie^t things to icorn 1 
Pompous expences, and parades auguft. 
And courts, that inialnbrious foil to peace* 
True happinefs ne'er enter'd at an eye ; 
True happinefs refides in things unfeen. 
1^0 fmiles Qi fortune ever bleft the bad. 
Nor can her frowns rob rmtoteme of joys ; 
JW jewel wanting, triple crowns arefoor: 
So tell his Holinifs^ and be reveng'd. 

PUafitrtt^ wc both agree, is man's chief good ; 
Our only conteft, what defcrves the name. 

5 Give 
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Give pha/ures name {o nought, but what haa pafs'd 
TH* authentic feal of ree/oH (which, like Yorke, . 
Demurrs oa what it pafles), and defies 
The tooth of time ; when pad, a pleafure fiill t 
Dearer on trial, lovelier for its age. 
And doubly to be prized, as it promotes 
Oar fatnre, while it forms our prefent, joy. 
Some joys the fntore overcafl ; and fbme 
Throw all their beams that way, and gild the tomb* 
Some joys endear eternity ; fome give 
Abhorr'd annihilation dreadful charms. 
Are rival joys contending for thy choice ? 
Confolt thy wMe ext/hnett and be fafe ; 
That oracle will pnt all doubt to flight. 
jShort is the lefibn, tho* my ledure long, 
Mijoo d a nd let heay'n anfwer for the reft. 
Yet, with a figh o'er all mankind, I grant 
In this our day of proof, our land of hope. 
The £mJ man has his douds tfiiat intervene ; 
Clouds, that »i/atri his foblunary day. 
Bat never conquer : Bv'n the heft muft own. 
Patience f tnkd refignation, are the jpillars ^ _._ 
Of human peace on earth. The pillars, Thefc : 
fiut thofe of Set H not more remote from Thee, 
/Till this heroic leffon thou haft learnt ; 
, To frown at fleafiire, and to fmile in ^««f^ 

• Fir'd at the prol|>cK of unclouded blifsi^ 

: Heav'n in reverfion, like the fun, as yet 

• Beneath th' horizon^ chears us in this world; 

It 
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It (heds, on foolt fafceptible of ii^ht. 
The glorious dawn of our eternal day. 

** This (fays Lorenzo) is a fair haraagne : 
** Bat can harangues blow back ftrong i^atore's ftreami 
** Or ftem the tide heavn paihes thro' onr veins, 
*' Which fweeps away man*s impotent refolves, 
<< And lays his labour level with the wor/ti ? ** 

Themfelves men make their comment on mankind 1 
And think nought is, but what they find at home : • 

Thus, weaknefs to chimxra turns the troth. 

Nothing romantic has the mufe prefcrib*d. 

* Above, Lorenzo faw the man of earth. 

The mortal man ; and wretched was the fight. 
To balance that, to comfort, and exalt, 

Now fee the man immortai: Him, I mean. 

Who lives as fuch ; whofe heart, fulUbent on heaven, \, 

Leans all that way, his byas to the Aars; 

The world's dark (hades, in contrail fet, ihall radfd 

Hh luilre more ; tho* bright,, without a foil : 

Obferve his awful portrait, an4 admire » 

Nor Hop at wonder ; imitate, and live. 

Some angel guide my pencil, white I draw, 

What nothing lefs than angel can exceed, 

A man on earth devoted to the ikies ; 

LikeThips in feas, while i«» above the world. 
- With afped mild, and elevated eye, 
I Behold him feated on a mount ferene, 
A Above the fogs o{ fenfe, and paJpon"% ftorm j 
I All the black cares, and tqmults, of (his life^ 

* la a fotmer Night. 
Vol. IIL N Ll':e 
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Like harmlefs tkanJersy breaking at his feet, 
Excite his pity, not impair his peace. 
Earth's genaine fons, the fceptred, and the flare, 
A .mingled mob ! a watrd'ring Kerd f he fees, 

iBewilder'd in the vale ; in all unlike f 
His full reverfe in all ! What higheV praife ? 
What ftronger demonftration of the right ? 
The prefcnt all thir care ; the future, <&//• 
( When public wclfere calls, ©r private want, 
/ ^hey give t# fame ; his bounty hg conceals. 
( Thir virtues vamiih nature ; Jb/s exalt. 
[ Mankind's efteem they court ; and he^ his own* 
I Theirs, the wild chace of /a/fe felicities ; 
; //«, the composed pofTcffion of the true. 
Alike throughout is his confiilent peace^ 
•' AU'of one colour, and an even thread $ 
; While parjy-colour'd Ihreds of happinefs, 
J With hideous gaps between, patch up for them 
A madman's robe ; each pufF of fortune blows 
The tatters by, and (hews their nakednefs. 

He fees with other eyes than theirs : Where the^ , 
Behold a fun^ he fpies a Deitj ; 
What makes them only fmale^ makes him adore. 
Where they fee mauntains, he but atoms fees ; 
An empire. In his balance, weighs a grain* 
They things terreftrial worfliip, as divine ; 
His hopes immortal blow them by, as duft. 
That dims his fight, and fliortens his furvey* 
Which longs, in Infinite, to lofe all bdund. 
Titles and honoars (if they prove his fate) . 

He 
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^ No dignity they find in aught beddes, 
\7bey triumph in externals (which conceal 
yMan's real glory), proud of an eclipfe. 
I Himfelf too much he prizes to be proud» 
I And nothing thinks fo great in man, as mwi* 

Too dear he h61ds his int'rell, to neglcft 

Another*s welfare, or his right invade j 
I 7heir int'rcft, lijce a lion, lives on prey. 

iThey kindle at the ftadow of a wrong ; 
Wrong be fuftains with temper, looks on heaven^* 
Nor ftoops to think his injurcr his foe ; 
Nought, but what wounds his vhtue, wouxuis his peac#» 
/ A cover'd heart their charadler defends ; 
\ A cover*d heart denies i^m half his praife. 
/ With nakednefs his innocence agrees s 
' While their broad foliage teftiies their fall, 
t Their no- joys end, where ;&« full feafl begins i- 
V Mis }oys enati, Thein murdtr, future blifs. 
\ To triumph in exigence, hit alone ; 
I And i&/V alone, triumphantly to think 
J His true exidence is not yet begun, 
I His glorious courfe was, yeflerday, complete; 
I Death, then« was welcome ; yet life ftill is fwecft. 
\ But nothing charms Lorenzo, like the firm. 
Undaunted bread-— And whofe is that high praife F 
They yield to pleafure, tho* they danger brave, ■ 
And fhew no fortitude, but in the field ; 
If there they fhew it, 'tis for glory (hewn y 
Nor will that cordial always man their hearts* 
A cordial his fuitains^ that cannot fail i. 

N"a Bjr- 
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By pleafnre onfaMuM, anbroke by pam» 
Hi (haret in that Omnipotence he trufts» 
All bearing, all-attempting, till he falU} 
And when he falls, writes VI CI on his (hicU* 
From magnanimity, all /mr above ; 
From nobler recompence, above apflauje% 
Which owes to mztCifiort out-look all iu charms. 

Backward to credit what he never felt, 
LoaiNzo cries, — *' Where ihines this miracle ? 
** From what root rifes this Imtmrtal man f '* 
A root that grows not in Lorenzo^s ground ; 
The TQot difiedt, nor wonder at the flower. 
> He follows nature (not like * the^ and (hews os 

An nninverted fyftem of a man. 

His afpetiti wears reofont golden chain. 

And finds, in due reftraint, its luxury. 

His fajpon^ like an eagle well-reclaim'd, 

is taught to fly at nought, but Infinite. 

Patient his bcpe^ un anxious is his edre. 

His caution fearlefs, and his;|r/^ (if grief 

The gods Ordaln) a firanger to defpair. 

And why r — Becaufe afTedlion, more than mttt. 

His wifdom leaves not difengag'd from heaven. 

Thofe fedondary goods that fmile on earth. 

He, loving in frfiporrion, loves in peace. 

They moft the world enjoy, who lead admire. 

His underftatidtng 'fcapcs the common cloud 

Of fiunes, ariling from a boiling breaft. 

His head is dear, becaufe his heart is cool. 

By worldly competitions uninflam*d. 

The moderate movements of his f jul admit 

* S«e pafe 257. Line lo. Diftind\ 



iyi6\nCt ideas, and matar'd debate^ 

Ah eye impartial^ and an even fcale ; ^ 

Whence judgment found, and unrepenting choice.' 

Thus, in adbtitile it^nfe, the gooJ are wife ; 

On its oW duB^ill, wifer than the world. 

What, then, the world- ? It pikji be doubly weak ; 

Strange truth ! as foonvould they believe their CrtHti- 
Yet thns it is ; nor otherwife can be ; 

So far from aught romantic, what I iing. 

Blifs has no being, virtue has no firengthy 

But from the prbfped of immortal life. 

Who think eanh all, or (what weighs juft the fame) 

Who care.no farther, muft prize what it yields 5 '; 

Fond of its fancies^ proud of its parades. 

Who thinks earth nothing, cat^t its charms admire $ ; 

He can't a foe, tho' xnoft malignant, hate, 

Becaufe that hate would prove his greater foe. - ^ 

'Tis hard for them (yet who fo loudly boaft . 

Good- will to men ?} to love. their deareft. friend;!. 

Fbr may not he invade their good fuprem^^ 

Where the leaft jealoufy turns love to gall ? • 

All ihines to them, that for a feafon ihines, . 

Each ad, each thbught, he queHibns,^*' What its weighV^ 

«« Its colour what, a thouCand ages hence I "-7— • 

And what it there appears, he deern^ it n^... ,1 

Hence, pure a^e fhe receiTes of his: foul. 

The ggd like man has nothing to conceal; . 

His virtue, conltitutionally deep. 

Has Hahit\ firmoefs, and ^i<2i<wi's ilamcj; ; 

Angels, ally'd, defcend to feed the ^fi re ; ■ 

And death, which, otker^ iky s^ .majses him a^gp^.' • 
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And DOW, LojtiMzol bigorof this worid t 
Wont to di£dain poor bigots caoght iy heaven ! 
Stand-by tbyy^vnv, and be redocd to mk^hf : 
For what art thoo I^^Thoii boaf(ef f wbile tliy ^lai^ 
Thy gaudy grandenr, and tnere woHdty wdrtb/ ' ''^ 
Like a broad miH, at dtibince, fbikes as ftoit ; 
And, like a mift, i$ nothing when at hand i 
His merit, like a moantain, on approatbt 
Swells more, and rifek nearer to die iktes/ 
By promife mow, and, by poflMion» fion, 
(Too /oM, too muci^t it cannot be) hit oWflu 

From this thy jnft anmbiiatiim rHo, 
Lorenzo \ rife to fimetbing, by repTy. 
The world, thy client, Hftens, and expels 1 
And lengs to crown tiiee with immortal prai& 
Canft thou befilent \ Noi forioit is thine ; 
^nd wit ts^lks moft, when haft ihe has to (ay*. 
And nnfin interrnpts not her career. 
fl^eUl fey- ^ bat mifti ahvt ihe mount arns rifin 
And, with a tkonfand pleafrntries, amiift ;! 
She'll fparkle, puszle, flatter, raiib a duf^/ 
'^nd fly conri^on^ in the^duft ihe raisM» 
t Wit, how delicions to man^ dsHnty taft6 ^ 
'Til precioos, as the Tchkle of/enfi ;.' 
Bttt, as its fisbftitute, a dire difeai^.. 
Pcmiciotts talent! flSatterM" by the worM; 
By the blind worM,- which thinks the talent raroi^ 
Wifdom is rare, LoaaMzo l» Wit abounds; 
Pajpom can give it ; fometsmes wim infpires 
The lucky flafii.; and madnefs rarely fails.. 
^^^hairver caufe die fpiiit ftrongly ^j, 
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Confers the bays, a«d muls tb/^renomk. 

For thy reAQwn^ twere wcD, was this tbb worft i 

Chance oftf^i^sM ;i. aiid> to pique thee more, 

See^it/^/;/}^ Uimtl'nag.OA.YiyadtMs, 

Shakes^^Afjr ia|;6 h^. at the ca)aiiilly» 

Which hu ^xpos'd, aad lei her dowa to diee. 

But wi/dom^ awefnl wifdom f which infpedls, 

Difcerns, cosnpatei weighs, feparates, infers^ 

Seizes the right, aad holds It t^ the laft ; 

How rare I la fenates, fynods^ fooght in yaia & 

Or if then foaad; *ik facred to the y9w& 

IVhHe a lewd proftttole to mohitodes,, 

Frequent, as fatal, nvk : In ehril life^ 

^if makes an enterpriiiMr ; /hfi, a man^ 

ITrV kites authority s commotion loves. 

And thinks herfelf the lightning of the ftotmi. 

Inflaiif, 'tis* dai^erous ; in n^gtw^ death t 

Shall nmt turn Chriftiian, when the dutt belieTe^ 

$in/e isjoor helmnt f^tt is bat ^e phime ;< 

The plum expofes, 'tiioor behmt £lte». 

Senfe ia the di'mond, weighty, Iblid, found;; 

When cat by n^k, it cafi» a brighter beam ^ 

Yet, 'wii apart, it ts a dkaiond flilt. 

i^/V, widowM of gaod fenfey is worfe ^n nonght ;; 

It hoiils more fail to' run agttni): a rociL 

Thus, a HiT^'CHBSTBftvi'ELn is qnile- » fool ; 

Whom Ml fools feorn, and Meft tbeh* want of wH^ 

How Miittous. the rock I warn thee (hun. 
Where Sirens fi^ ta iing thee to thy fate I 
A /fly* i)& which oar r#^« bears no part^ 
\\ hiU a^rrvw titkling, eve it ftings. 
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Let not the cooings of the *worI4 allore thee;. 
Which of hci lovers ever found her true ? 
fjafpj ! of this bad world who Iktle know ?— 
And yet, we much mud know her, to ht fafe^ 
To knoiv the world, not lovt her, . is th y point j^ -^ 
She' gives but little, norliat little, long. 
There is, I grant, a triumph of the pulfe ;. 
A dance of fpirics^ a mere froth of jo>. 
Our tbougbtlifi agitations idle child. 
That mantles hig)i» th^t fparjcles, andflxpirqs^. 
Leaving the foul o^ore vajpid than bsfofc. 
Ao animal ovation ! fuch s^9. hol4s 
No commerce with our ruifint but fubiifis 
On juices, thro* th^ well- ton.'d. tubes, well-firain^d;^ 
A nice machine 1 fc^rce ever tu^M aright; 
And when it; jajsr^thy ^'>^/ iing namore. 
Thy dance is 4one ; the den^rgqd ia throwA > 
(Short apotheofifr I ) beneath the man^ 
In coward g^QQxr^ immcirs'd,. or fell dofpair^ 
Art thou ytt4iiU enQHgb defpair to dread>. 
And ftartle atdeilruftion ? If thon ar^ 
Accept a buckj,er, takeat to the field <; . 
(A field pf battle is th^s mortal life I ) 
Whcn.d^ng^r th.r«^teAS» lay it. on th)r h^axt>^ 
A fingle renteoc^proc/.s^ainft tl^e. <u;fr/^. 
" Soul^ bOffSlp/ortiin^! ^v'ry. good p«tai«« 
«* Tq one of theft ; but prize not all aiike ; 
<« The goctA^ of foctqne tp thy body's hwlth^. 
<< Body to. foul, an4 fQulfubi9ittoX3Q4-" . . 
Wouldft thoo. build lafting bappjnefs? JDtQ t^^^ ; 
Th' inverted /jfrtfi5B/V<;aft.aipyet<^aiMU ,_ 
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Is this truth doabtful ? It outihines the fan ; 
Nay, the fun ihines not» but to ihew. us this» 
The fiogle leiTon of mapkind on earth. 
And yet — Yet, what ? no news ! Mankind is mad ; 
Sach mighty numbers lift againft the rights 
(And what can't numbers, when bewitched, atchieve I) 
They talk themfelves to fomething like belief. 
That all earth's joys are theirs : As Mbini fool 
Grinn'd from the port, on evVy fail his own. 

They grin ; but wherefore ? And how long the laugh 1 
Half ignorance, their mirth ; and half, a lye ; 
To cheat the world, and cheat themfelves, they fmil«. 
Hard either uik I The moft abandon d own, 
That oiben^ if abandonM, are undone : 
Then, for themfelves, the moment reafen wakes, 
(And Providence denies it long repofe) 
O how laborious is their gaiety f 
They fcarce can fwallow their ebullient fplieo. 
Scarce mufler patience to fupport the farce. 
And pump fad laughter till the cui-tain falls. 
Scarce, did I fay ? Some cannot fit it out ; . 
Oft their own daring hands the curtain draw. 
And (hew us 'ubat their joy, by their defpair. , 

The clotted hair ! gorM breaft ! blafpheming eye ! 
Its impious fury ftill alive in death ! 
Shut, (hut the (hocking fcene. — But heav'n denies 
A cover to fuch guilt ; and fo ihould man. 
Look round, Lo ;enzo ! fee the reeking blade, 
Th' invehomM phial, and the fatal ball ; 
The (Irangling cord, and fufibcating ilream ; 
The loathfom^ ^ott^nnefs, and foul decays 

From 
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From, raging riot (flower fuicklcs I ) ; 
And pridt in tfaefe, more execrable Hill ? 
How horrid all to thought I — But horrors, theCs^ 
That vouch the truth ; and aid my feeble fong. 

From tnce^ fiffit f^ncy^ no msyi can be blcft : 
Blifs is too great, to lodge within ^n hour : 
When an immortal being aims at blifs,. 
Duration is effential to the name. 
O for a joy from reafon l ]oy from that; 
Which makes man man ; and, exercis'd aright. 
Will make him moret A bounteous ]oy I that gives. 
And promifes ; that v^eaves, with art divige. 
The richeft profpc^ into prefent pe^cc ; 
A joy ambitious ! Joy in common held 
With thrones ethereal, and their greater far ; . 
A joy high- privileged from chance, time, death f 
A joy, which death (hall double, judgmutt crown ! % 

Crown d higher, and Ilijl higher, at each flage,. 
Thro* bled eternlty^s long day t yet ftill. 
Not more remote fromy^rr^^.;, than from Him^ 
Whofe lavifli hand, whofe love fkipendpas, pottrA- 
So much of Deity on guilty duft. 
* There t O my Lvcia f may I meet thee there. 
Where not thy prefence can improve my blift I 

Affefts not this t\i^ /ages of the ivorldf 
Can nought afeS them, but what/d^/r them too I 
Eternity, depending on an hour. 
Makes feriaus thought manV wifdom, joy, and praife* 
Nor need you blufh {tho' fometimes your defigna 
May fhan <he light) at your defigns on heaven : 
'Sple point! where Q<vir-bafiful is youi. UaQie.. 

Arc. 
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Are you not ftul/e ? — You know yoi> arc :• Yet hear 

One truth, amid your numVous fchemes, miflaid. 

Or overlook'cl, or thrown aiidc, if feen ; 

" Our fcijenies to plan by this world, or the nex/^ 

** Is the fole difference between wife and /ool." 

All ivortby men will weigh you in this fcale ; 

What wonder then, if they pronounce you Ihght i 

Is their efteem alone not worth your care ? 

Accept my fimple fcheme of common fenfez 

Thus, fave your fame, and make fw? worlds your own* 

The world replies not ; — but the world perjifis i 
Ahd puts the cavfe off to the longeft day. 
Planning evafions for the day of doom. 
So far, at that re^hearing, from redrefs, 
They then turn nuitnefes again ft themfelvcs, 
Hear'that, Lorenzo! Nor be wife to-morrow. 
Hafte, hafte! A man, by nature, is in hafte; 
For who fliall anfwer for another hour ? 
Tis highly' prudent, to makeow^ fure friend ; 
And that t)iou canftnot do, this {idT^ the ikies. ^ . ; 

Ye foQs of earth ! (nor nvilling to be more ! ) 
Since ver/e you think from prieftcraft foroewhat free. 
Thus, in an age fo gay, the mufe plain truths 
(Truths, which, at church, you might have heard in profe] 
Has ventured kittaLliglit r weli-p!(aisU th^ v^fe 
Should be forgot, if you the truths retain ; 
And crown her with your welfare,, not your praife. 
But frai/e (he need not fear : I fe6 my fate ; 
And headlong leap, likeCuRTTts, down the gulph. 
Since many an ample volimy mighty tome^ 

3 Muft 
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Maft die ; and die anwept i O dioa minate 
Devoted fagi ! go fortk among thy foes ; 
G09 nobly prood of martyrdom for truth. 
And die a dooble death : Mankind intensM, 
Denies tbee long to live : Nor fhalt thon reft, 
When thoa art dead ; in Stygian ihades anaign'd 
By LuciPEa, as traitor to his throne ; 
And-bold blaCphemer of his friend,— the world; 
The WORLD, whofe legions coft him Sender pay. 
And ofoUmtiers, around his banner fwarm ; 
Pmdent, as Prussia, in her zeal for Gaul. 

«* Arc all, then, fools ? " Loremzo cries.-^Yes, ajl. 
Bat fach as hold this dod^rine (new to thee) ; 
*' The mother of true wifdom is the wiU; '* 
The liobleft inteUea^ a fool without it. 
WorU'wfdmn much has done, and more may do^^ 
In arts and fciences, in wars, and peace ; 
Bat art and fcience, like thy wealth, will leave thee. 
And make thee twice a beggar at thy death. 
Vaii is the moft bdulg^nce can afford ;— 
■* thy *wifdom all can do^ hut — makt thee ^Ife^ ^ 
N9r think this cenfare-is fevere on thee^ 
SatjMj thy matter, I dare call a dunce. 

ElfTy of WOU VLl. 
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